THE 


A Literary Magazine 
Published Periodically 
by the 
Kentucky School for the Blind 
1867 Frankfort Avenue 
Louisville, Kentucky 40206 


Wolk, IEA 
1994-95 


The Kentucky Department of Education does not discriminate 
on the basis of race, color, national origin, sex, religion, age or 
disability in employment or the provision of services. 


= 


? 


‘ehh a . 
Tae oh f 
Ot ae ru an 
wi A ty re 


‘ea iW > al i 
. 2 
% _ 
= - ' 
: = 


THE KENTUCKY COLONEL 


A Literary Magazine Published Periodically 
by Students at 
the Kentucky School for the Blind 
1994-95 EDITION 


Featuring the Writings of: 


Jason Abrams Carrie Adams 
Vivian Ayer Farmer Brock 
Shannon Caldwell Michael Cleveland 
Ben Eldridge Dustin Forbes 
Amy Gordon Mark Hardin 
Paula Hester Melissa Jefferies 
Joshua Jeffery Daniel Johnson 
Cynthia Jones Jeremy Kaelin 
Josie Kenney Nutsiri Kidkul 
Britt Lincoln Lee Loving 
Kevin Lowe Samuel Lucas 
Brad Mann Stephen Meredith 
Jonie Morris Arlene Owens 
Andy Parsons David Perry 
Kelly Phelps Michelle Powell 
Melissa Saylor Nikki Saylor 
Robert Schindler Kenneth Shake 
Christopher Simpson Monica Simpson 
Kevin Smith James Sparrow 
Angie Spicer David Stacy 
Felicia Stewart Howard Stinson 


Lonnie Swafford 


Sponsor--Bonita Wilson 
Braille Production--Brenda Stovall & Denise Applegate 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2022 with funding from 
Louisville Downtown Lions Club 


httos://archive.org/details/kentuckycolonels51unse_1 


OUR AMERICAN FLAG 
by Nikki Saylor 


Red, white and blue are the colors of our flag. The flag has 
fifty white stars that represent the states. There are thirteen 
stripes on our flag and the stripes are red and white. 

The color blue on the flag has the fifty stars on it. The 
thirteen stripes on the flag stand for thirteen original colonies. 
The color red stands for hardiness and courage, white stands 
for purity and innocence, the blue stands for vigilance, 
perseverance and justice. The color red stands for courage, the 
word courage means that the people had the courage to fight 
for our country. The blue means innocence for faith. The word 
justice stands for fairness. 


THE AMERICAN FLAG 
by Jeremy Kaelin 


Every morning at school, we stand to say the Pledge of 
Allegiance to the flag. When I say it, it makes me feel like ’m 
in the greatest country in the world. Red is for courage, white 
is for innocence and blue is for fairness. The thirteen stripes 
stand for the first 13 colonies. The flag is good for our country 
because it makes me feel happy. I like the colors red, white 
and blue. 


THE FLAG 
by Robert Schindler 
Third Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


The first American Flag was the Union Jack. It had a blue 
background with a white X on it. On top of that X was a red 
cross. The Union Jack was designed in 1606. 

"The Star Spangled Banner" is the official song of the 
United States of America. Francis Scott Key wrote the Star 
Spangled Banner in 1814. The Pledge of Allegiance was 
written by Francis Bellamy. In 1942 the pledge became an 
official vow. Every morning in schools across America children 
stand up and put their hands on their hearts, then they say the 
Pledge of Allegiance to honor the flag. 

The flag should not be flown in bad weather. The flag 
should not touch the ground. The flag is an important symbol, 
so we should treat it with love and care. 

The blue square on the flag is called the canton. The red 
and white on the flag is the field. The bottom of the flag is 
called the fly. The side of the flag is called the fly end. 

Our flag has fifty white stars on a blue background with 
seven red stripes and six white stripes. There are fifty stars on 
our flag today. There used to be only 13 stars that represented 
the thirteen colonies. 

The colors of our flag stand for particular reason. Red 
means strong and brave, white means pure and free of guilt 
and blue means keeping watch, keep trying and fairness. 

In 1969 the first American flag was planted on the moon. 
Our flag is a symbol of liberty. When people all over the world 
see our flag they are seeing the Flag of Freedom. 


CHANGES IN THE FLAG 
by James Sparrow 
First Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


How the United States Flag has changed over 200 years 
from the first flag in 1775 until the last time in 1959. 

The first U.S. flag looked a little ike Great Britain’s flag, 
the Union Jack. The flag had a Union Jack in the upper left 
hand corner and seven red stripes and six white stripes. The 
thirteen stripes were in honor of the first thirteen colonies. The 
name of this flag is the Continental Colors. This flag was the 
first flag. 

The Union Jack was Great Britain’s flag and America 
didn’t want anything to do with the British, so they decided to 
make a new flag. The name of the new flag was Stars and 
Stripes. It had a blue field in the upper left hand corner that 
had 18 stars in a circle. The stripes were the same as they 
were on the continental colors flag. 

The third American flag had a total of 15 stars and 15 
stripes. The reason for having 15 stars and stripes was that 
they had to add Vermont and Kentucky to the other colonies. 
U.S. lawmakers had a problem, they would not have enough 
room to add a star and a stripe for every colony that joined 
with the United States. So they decided to add only a star for 
every state. In 1818 they made a new law that the flag shall 
always have thirteen stripes to honor the first thirteen states. 

The flag kept changing as more states joined. By 1848 
there were thirty states that were united. There was no law 
telling how to classify the stars. By 1864 there were 36 stars 
on the flag. 

On some flags the stars were placed in six rows of six stars 
each. On other flags the 36 stars were arranged in the shape 
of a big star. After New Mexico and Arizona became the 47th 


3 


and 48th states to join, President Taft said, "All the stars must 
be placed in the same order on every United States’ flag." This 
was in 1912. 

The 48 star flag went the longest without being changed. 
It was used from 1912 to 1959. The 49 star flag was the one 
that was the American flag for the shortest time. 

Later in 1959 Hawaii became the 50th state. A new flag 
was designed and that flag is still in use today. The new flag 
has five rows of six stars each and four rows with five stars 
each. 

The United States’ flag has changed many times over its 
200 year history, from the first flag in 1775 up to the last time 
in 1959. 


WHAT THE PLEDGE MEANS 
by Michael Cleveland 


When we say the pledge a lot of people know what it 
means but they don’t ever think of it so I will break it down 
and tell you what it basically means. 

I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of 
America. This means that when you pledge something you are 
promising or making a vow. In this case we are making a vow 
to our flag and our country. Allegiance is being loyal so we are 
making a loyal vow to the flag and our country. 

To the Republic for which it stands is our government and 
citizens. One nation under God means that all the states in 
America are united and we are all ruled by God. 

Indivisible means we are a non-separable country. With 
liberty and justice for all is our country’s freedom of beliefs, 
choice, and freedom of religion. 

That is the pledge broken down, so now when you say the 
pledge you will know what it means. 


THE AMERICAN FLAG 
by Nutsiri Kidkul 


I came from Thailand, I was born in Bangkok, the capital 
of Thailand. I have come to U.S.A. because my mom wants me 
to learn more English. The first thing I learned in the U.S.A. 
is the flag of the United States. 

The stars it has are white, there are fifty stars on the flag. 
It stands each star for each state. The stripes, it has thirteen 
stripes, one for each of the colonies, the first colonies of the 
United States. It has 7 red stripes and has 6 white stripes. 

The flag has three colors, red, white, and blue. Red means 
courage, brave and strong. White means freedom. Blue means 
loyalty and justice. That is all the colors of the flag. 


THE HISTORY OF THE FLAG 
by Lonnie Swafford 


The first flag that was recognized was the Continental. 
This flag had three main colors, red, white and blue. The color 
red stood for bravery and courage. White stood for innocence 
and purity. Blue stood for justice. The flag also had 13 stars 
which stood for the thirteen states. This flag remained for 25 
years. One of the people who helped design the flag was 
Francis Hopkinson. Another person was Betsy Ross, from 
Philadelphia. 

In 1795 another flag was formed with 15 stars and 15 
stripes. The two states were added and Congress thought the 
two new states needed a star of their own. This flag was in 
effect for only a short time. In 1818 a law was passed to say 
that the flag would always have 18 stripes. Each time a new 
state was formed a star would be added to the flag. 

There was no certain order the stars had to be placed in. 
On one flag the stars were designed in six rows each. Another 
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way the flag was different was the stars were designed to make 
one large star. Later the flag’s stars were in 7 rows with 7 
stars each. Then in 1959 the last two stars were added. 

I think the flag stands for brave people who fight in wars. 
Each time I see the flag I become proud. I am glad that 
America has such a beautiful flag. 


THE PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE 
by Andy Parsons 


Every morning in class you look at the flag and place your 
right hand on your heart and recite the Pledge of Allegiance. 
You are just really saying words and you don’t, really don’t, 
know what they mean. You're about to find out. 

The flag is made up of three different colors, red, white, 
and blue. In 1892 Francis. Bellemy wrote the Pledge of 
Allegiance. In 1942 it was passed that the pledge was our oath 
of loyalty to the flag. In 1954 the words "under God" were 
added. 

I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of 
America. Basically what that is saying is that I make an oath 
of loyalty to the flag which is a symbol of our country for which 
we live in, the United States of America. 

And to the Republic for which is stands. That phrase just 
mainly says that you are not just pledging an oath to our 
country that we live in but also for what our country stands for. 

One nation under God. All that is saying is that is one big 
country and we are built under God. 

Indivisible means that our country is indivisible and that 
it will remain in one big nation. 

With liberty and justice for all. That just means our 
country will have freedom and fairness for all until the world 
comes to an end. 

Well, there you have it. So now in the morning when you 
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recite the Pledge of Allegiance you will know what you are 
talking about. 


WHAT THE FLAG MEANS TO ME 
by Paula Hester 
Third Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


The American flag to me, is not just a wooden stick made 
with a certain material with red, white, and blue stripes. It’s 
something that I take to heart and think seriously about. It is 
a special symbol for our country. When I hear people talk of 
burning the flag, it tears my heart to shreds. 

The pledge isn’t just mere words that people say, to take 
away valuable time. It doesn’t take away class time. I’m 
perturbed at the public school system, because they don’t take 
one second to say the pledge. The pledge is a serious promise 
to God. When I say the pledge I am sincere about what I say, 
and time and again I make that covenant to God who led us to 
freedom! My heart is filled with joy, and I feel a peaceful 
sensation within my spirit. I will continue to say these 
beautiful words until I leave this world. 

Many people take patriotism for granted. Some do not 
realize how significant the flag and the pledge are. When 
people see that beautiful symbol with stars, and hear those 
inspiring words, they should stop what they are doing and be 
still. The pledge is a prayer to God, and it will make people 
feel better if they would try this process. I’ve done it many 
times. If I can do it anybody can. 


MEANING OF THE FLAG 
by Mark Hardin 


Surprisingly the origins of the national flag are quite 
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obscure. The flag was officially adopted on June 14, 1777 when 
the Continental Congress resolved that "The Flag of the United 
States be 13 stripes alternate red and white, that the Union be 
13 stars, white in a blue field, representing a new 
constellation." 

Its immediate predecessor, The Continental Colors, had 
consisted of 13 horizontal red and white stripes for the 13 
colonies represented in the Continental Congress, with the 
British Union Jack as a canton to indicate that the rebels were 
demanding the historic rights of British citizens. 

How and why stars were chosen to replace the Union Jack 
is not known. Stars were uncommon in flags in that era, 
although the American example has since made them popular. 

The colors red, white and blue were clearly derived from 
British sources; many English flags had red and white stripes. 
Americans at the time of the national centennial in 1876 
warmed to the popular story about the young seamstress Betsy 
Ross, who supposedly sewed the first flag for George 
Washington. 


PRIDE IN THE AMERICAN FLAG 
by Ben Eldridge 


The flag to me represents freedom and the people who died 
to make our country the way it is today. 

When people say the pledge, most of them do not seem to 
show pride in their country. I think they should show their 
pride by standing up and putting their hand over their hearts. 
I also think they should say it like they mean it, not in a joking 
manner. 

I think we should take proper care of the flag. Some of the 
things we should do are: never let the flag touch the ground, 
wash it if it becomes dirty, and always take it down and fold it 
in bad weather. I think the flag should have great meaning to 
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all Americans. 


WHAT THE FLAG MEANS TO ME 
by Shannon Caldwell 


The flag means so much to me. I believe that we should 
praise the flag. When I think of the flag my beliefs start to 
flood my memory. I believe the flag should not be put down. 

I also think the pledge is important because God is an 
important part of my life. I think we need to pay more 
attention to what the flag stands for. 

Could we take the flag out of the school? No we should 
keep the flag right where it is. The flag has and should have 
taught us all a valuable lesson at some time. I know it may 
seem a ritual to kids now but it is much more. 


WHAT THE AMERICAN FLAG MEANS TO ME 
by Farmer Brock 
Second Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


In our everyday rush we do not take the time to stop and 
think, what does the American flag mean to me. We see it 
every day flying high on a tall pole, flapping in the wind, but 
never stop and think about what it really means. What should 
it mean to the American? Well, it depends on your walk of life. 

If you are a veteran of war, it represents what you fought 
for in the first place. Some people take the flag for granted. 
They don’t stop and realize what it should represent to them. 
They do not think about all the wars that those brave soldiers 
fought to keep the flag flying high and proud. 

For over one hundred and fifty years, the flag has flapped 
proudly in the wind representing our freedom. During the Civil 
War, it even represented a country that was torn apart by 
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slavery. This goes to show, that the American flag will fly 
high, no matter what the situation may be. 


THE IMPORTANCE OF OUR FLAG 
by Vivian Ayer 


In this essay I will be discussing the flag and what it 
means to me. The first thing I would like to say is more people 
should respect the flag. I think when saying the pledge we 
should stand perfectly still and put our right hand over our 
hearts. We should also take off our hats. 

When I see the American flag I see our symbol for 
independence. The price was great to achieve this goal. Many 
American lives were lost. 

I don’t really think people should burn the American flag. 
It shows great disrespect for our country. I think it should be 
against the law. 

Here are a few facts about the flag that I would like to 
share with you. The Congress of the Confederation stated the 
colors and what they should stand for in 1782. The colors 
symbolize red for courage, white for purity, and blue for justice. 

There are many reasons the flag is important. I think all 
people should know and understand the value the flag because 
it is one of the most important symbols of our country. 


HONORING THE AMERICAN FLAG 
by Carrie Adams 


We honor the flag by standing and saying the Pledge. We 
put our right hand over our hearts and we stand straight. We 
don’t talk and we take off our hats. 

We also honor the flag when we have Flag Day. June 14 
every year is Flag Day. This is the day we honor the flag 
because it is a symbol of freedom and justice. 
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In honoring the flag, we keep the flag clean and folded 
properly when it is not being flown. We should never let the 
flag touch the ground. When it is not being used, we should 
store it in a dry area. These are the ways we honor our 
American flag. 


HISTORY OF THE FLAG 
by Kenneth Shake 


At the start of the Revolutionary War, Americans fought 
under many different flags. The Continental colors was the 
first flag to represent all the colonies. This was the unofficial 
flag from 1775 to 1777. This flag was the first flag to be 
saluted by another country. The American Flag, as it was first 
introduced, was officially adopted on June 14, 1777 when the 
Continental Congress decided that the Flag of the United 
States be 13 stripes alternating between Red and White, and 
that there would be 13 stars representing the 13 states on a 
blue background. The colors of the flag were drawn from the 
strong British influence on the United States. 

After two states joined the Union in 1794, two stars and 
two stripes were added to the flag. Such a flag inspired Francis 
Scott Key to write the Star Spangled Banner. The design of the 
flag was changed again when the decision was made to keep 
the 13 stripes permanently and add the stars to indicate the 
current number of states in the Union. There have been 27 
different versions of the United States Flag with the newest 
one being introduced in 1960. 

The first time the American Flag flew in a land battle was 
on August 16, 1777 when troops under the command of John 
Stark fought in the Battle of Bennington on the New York- 
Vermont border. Also, the first time the American Flag was 
flown on the moon was when Neil Armstrong and "Buzz’ Aldrin 
landed on the moon on July 20, 1969. 
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The American Flag is an important part of American 
History and should be respected. 


HOW TO RESPECT THE FLAG 
by Felicia Stewart 
First Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


The flag of the United States of America is very important 
to us. Here are some ways to respect the flag. When saying 
the Pledge of Allegiance you must stand facing the flag. You 
must also stand with your hand over your heart. Men should 
take their hats off. 

The flag has thirteen stripes and fifty stars. The thirteen 
stripes represent and honor the first colonies, or first thirteen 
states to become part of this Union. The fifty stars represent 
the fifty states, one for each state. 

There are some rules you must use when displaying the 
flag. You may display the flag any time you want to. Whena 
president dies you must fly the flag at half mast. 

The flag should be displayed on days such as New Year’s 
Day, Easter Sunday, Mother’s Day, Memorial Day (half staff 
until noon), Flag Day, Independence Day, Labor Day, 
Thanksgiving Day, and Christmas Day. 

Here are some steps for folding the U.S. flag. Two people 
facing each other should hold the flag horizontal and waist 
high. They fold the lower stripe section lengthwise over the 
blue fold. Hold bottom to top edges together securely then fold 
the flag lengthwise, folded edge to open edge. When the flag is 
completely folded, only the blue field should be visible. 

Now I think you will see why the flag is so important to us. 
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WHAT DOES THE AMERICAN FLAG MEAN TO 
YOU? 
by Christopher Simpson 


The American Flag makes me feel great, because it 
symbolizes the freedom that our forefathers have gained 
through war and taking a stand for freedom. If it wasn’t for 
the pride, courage and trust in God our nation would not stand. 

Our nation’s greatness was built on being different and 
having faith in God. We are a melting pot of many different 
backgrounds, but having one goal together in unity of values of 
right and wrong. 

As for the pledge when I say it, I believe it and salute the 
flag with great pride because our flag represents the lives of 
many men who have given their life so that I can live in 
freedom. Our flag represents everything it says. 

I think others should have this pride also, because we 
would be in slavery if it wasn’t for our forefathers’ faith that set 
our great nation apart from other countries. I hope other 
people would stop and think about their freedom the next time 
they are complaining. It’s time we remembered those that have 
fought and gave their lives so that we can walk the streets 
freely in America. 

America is only as great as the people make it. We need 
to show more respect for those who gave us that freedom. 


HOW WE USE THE FLAG 
by Kevin Smith 


The flag is a piece of fabric that is used as a symbol. We 
honor our flag by putting our right hand over our heart when 
we say the pledge. When we march with the flag, we hold it to 
the right of any other flag. 

On a casket you drape the flag with its canton at the head 
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and over the left shoulder. If you are a color bearer, you hold 
the staff in a 30 degree angle in front of the body, or you could 
carry it in one hand resting the staff on your shoulder. If you 
hang the flag upside down, it means serious emergency. It is 
a recognized distress symbol. 

We should honor our flag as a symbol. 


THE FLAG 
by David Stacy 


The very first flag was made by Betsy Ross on August 16, 
1777. The stars and the stripes stands for land, the people, the 
government, and the ideals of the United States, no matter 
when or where it is displayed. The navy jack, a blue flag with 
white stars, stands for the United States whenever it flies from 
a U.S. Navy ship. 

The stars, stripes, and colors of the U.S. flag appear in 
many other official flags, and in the flag of many states and 
territories. Today it has 50 stars, and 13 stripes. The stars 
stands for each state. The stripes stands for the original 
thirteen states. 


THE FLAG STANDS FOR FREEDOM 
by Howard Stinson 


The flag means a lot to me because it stands for freedom. 
The flag is a symbol of the American way of living in a free 
country. 

If we did not live in a free country, we would be told what 
to do by our own government. We wouldn’t have very many 
choices because the government would not let us do the things 
we would like to do. 

When I see the flag, it makes me feel real happy. I am 
proud to live in the United States because we have more 
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freedom than any other country on earth. Freedom means that 
I can vote and I can serve my country. Serving my country 
would make me feel like a real American. 


WHAT THE FLAG STANDS FOR 
by Daniel Johnson 


The Flag of the United States has 13 stripes and 50 stars. 
The Flag is red, white, and blue. Red stands for blood so we 
can remember the ones that fought for America. White stands 
for liberty, that you are free. Blue stands for loyalty, which 
means we should always be there for the people. 


When I see the Flag I think of the Civil War and the 
people fighting init. I think we should hang up the flag, salute 
it or put our right hand over the flag. We do this to show 
people we care for the flag. 


THE FLAG 
by Jonie Morris 


In 1776, the Continental Congress chose the colors red, 
white, and blue for the flag. Red was for bravery, white was for 
purity and blue was for fairness. 

There were thirteen stripes on the flag. The stripes stood 
for the first 13 colonies. The thirteen stars stood for each of the 
states in the Union. 

I think that we should stand when we say the Pledge to the 
flag because I think it is a part of loving my country. 
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WHAT THE PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE MEANS 
TO ME 
by Kevin Lowe 
Second Place Essay 
Veterans of Foreign Wars Contest 


The Pledge of Allegiance was written in 1892 by Francis 
Bellamy. In 1942 Congress made the pledge an official vow of 
loyalty to the United States. In 1954 the words “under God’ 
were added. 

I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of 
America... I think this means that you are making a promise 
to be true to your country and flag. 

And to the Republic for which it stands . .. means that you 
not only make a promise to be true to the flag, but it means 
that you need to be true to the government. 

One nation under God ... means that the United States is 
united under one God. 

Indivisible . . . means that when the United States is 
united under one god, they cannot be divided. 

With liberty ... means that everyone will have freedom in 
the United States. 

And justice for all... means that everyone will be treated 
equally in the United States. 


THE FLAG IS A SYMBOL 
by Monica Simpson 


The Flag is a symbol of the hopes, the beliefs, and 
accomplishments of a nation. This means that the Flag stands 
for the people and for America. 

President Wilson said, "The things the flag stands for were 
created by the experiences of a people. Everything it stands for 
was written by their lives." This means that what happened in 
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the past and what the people of the United States, such as 
Martin Luther King, have done to help us stay in the right 
direction. 

The Flag stands for the thirteen original colonies, which 
were: Delaware, Pennsylvania, New Jersey, Georgia, 
Connecticut, Massachusetts, Maryland, South Carolina, New 
Hampshire, Virginia, New York, North Carolina, and Rhode 
Island. 

The Flag is a symbol that stands for hardiness, courage, 
and purity, but most of all the Flag stands for a country that 
sticks together and is free. 


THE FLAG 
by David Loving 


I am about to introduce you to some of the history of the 
American Flag. During this little journey through some of the 
flag’s history you will encounter 3 topics: the stars, the colors 
and what the flag means to me. 

THE STARS 

In 1777 Congress didn’t indicate how the stars would 
appear on the flag. There were usually a lot of ways to display 
the stars. Some flags had all of the 13 stars in a circle. Some 
had a circle of 12 stars around the 13th star. Others such as 
American warships had a flag with alternating 
TOWS...0.602.600-0.20000% 

Colonists probably wanted each state to have a star. The 
states were usually counted in order of being joined in the 
Union. There is no basis for this. A star was added from then 
on for every ‘new’ state. 

THE COLORS 

The Continental Congress has left us no record of why they 
chose the colors of red, white, and blue. But in 1782, the 
Confederation chose the same colors for the newly signed Great 
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Seal of the United States. 

The Seal states the colors as: red, for hardiness and 
courage, white, for purity and innocence, and blue for vigilance, 
perseverance, and justice. 

WHAT THE FLAG MEANS TO ME 

To me the Flag means liberty, life, and justice. For me, 
liberty is "freedom". I may talk what’s on my mind, even if it 
is not popular, as long as it is not slander and treason. 

Life means to me, having a chance to get a good paying job, 
to buy a house, a car, furniture, and other things. When I get 
married and have kids I could get clothes for their backs, be 
able to feed the family and let my kids have a good education. 

To me, justice means that if I am accused of wrong doing 
I can go to court. If I don’t have a lawyer the court will provide 
one for me. If cops come to my house and want to search 
without a warrant I can turn them down. That’s what the Flag 
means to me. 


WHAT THE AMERICAN FLAG REPRESENTS 
by Michelle Powell 


The American flag represents the 13 stripes which stand 
for the colonies. It also stands for freedom. 

The flag is soft cotton. It also is red, white, and blue. 
When we say the Pledge, it means that peace will be given to 
the people who are at war. And that people will live in the war 
and come home very safe and sound. 


SALUTING THE FLAG 
by Kelly Phelps 


A national flag can be used in a ceremony or a parade, or 


in very many different ways. 
The men and women in military should give a hand salute, 


18 


a man that is not in military uniform should remove hat with 
their right hand and put it over their heart on their left side, 
and women that are not in military uniform should take their 
right hand and put it over their hearts. 

While saluting everyone should face the flag and say the 
pledge, which is "I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United 
States of America and to the Republic for which it stands, one 
nation under God indivisible, with liberty and justice for all." 

Sometimes they have the national anthems playing and if 
this is happening you just salute and give the flag your full 
attention. 


THE STAR-SPANGLED FLAG 
by Josie Kenney 


“The Star-Spangled Banner" is a song about the American 
flag. It was written by Francis Scott Key. It talks about how 
we can still see the flag at dawn that we saw at the twilight 
the night before. 

Our flag is still there when we are at war. It shows that 
we are still the land of the free. The people who are fighting 
are very brave. The flag means that we are Americans and we 
are willing to fight at war to keep America free. 


THE FLAG 
by Brad Mann 


The flag is one of the greatest things about this great 
nation. Its red, white and blue means a whole lot to us. It is 
a symbol of freedom. The stripes are to represent our thirteen 
colonies. The patch of blue is to represent the battle field 
where our men fought so that we could be free. 

The fifty stars are to represent our fifty states; it’s one star 
for each state. 
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Here are some things we can do to take care of our flag: 

1. We can wash it if it’s dirty. 

2. We should never burn it because that’s against the 
law. 

3. Toshow our respect, we should raise it in the morning 
and lower it at night. 

The first flag was made by a person named Betsy Ross. 


THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER 
by Joshua Jeffery 


The Star-Spangled Banner is a song that talks about our 
flag and freedom. The banner is the flag that waves in the 
wind. When we are in war, the flag means that we are still 
free and we fight for what we believe in. 

The motto of our flag is "In God is our trust." That means 
that our country is based on religion and freedom. I am glad 
that I live in the land of the free and the home of the brave. 


WHAT THE FLAG STANDS FOR 
by Melissa Jefferies 


The flag stands for the United States of America. In our 
country it means freedom. Being free means you can stand up 
for your rights. You can also make choices and not worry about 
what to do. 

The flag also stands for being an American. That means 
you can vote and you can have a fair trial. The flag stands for 
freedom. 


WHAT THE PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE MEANS TO ME 
by Jason Abrams 


When I say the Pledge, I know that I am doing it for people 


20 


who have died in wars for my country. The Pledge is 
something that you should want to do because it stands for 
truth and freedom and the American way. 

The promise I am making is to my government to do my 
share of good deeds. I am supporting the long arm of the law 
because I know that by obeying the law, your freedom is yours. 

I am pledging my support so that the court system can do 
their job and make sure that all Americans are treated fairly. 


THE AMERICAN FLAG 
by Stephen Meredith 


When I ponder the things that the American flag stands 
for, many things come to mind. Quite obviously, the American 
flag does indeed represent many wonderful things about 
America. 

However, the most emotional and powerful things that 
overwhelms my mind and heart when thinking of the American 
flag is the thought of the men and women that made the 
supreme sacrifice to make America what it is today. A patriotic 
citizen of any country may ponder this thought when looking at 
their nation’s flag, but there is something very special about 
this in America. Perhaps this is why America is the greatest 
nation in the world today. 

Although we know the names of many of those brave men 
and women, there are many names that are unaccounted for. 
It is very sad when we know the names of those that have lost 
their lives, but it is a real tragedy when a soldier is 
unaccounted for. Some of these men and women may still be 
alive, but it is virtually impossible to find them. 

Even though it is tragic that these men and women had to 
die in battle, their deaths serve as a lesson for any future wars 
that may still occur. Despite the fact that America is the 
greatest nation in the world today, that greatness didn’t come 
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without mistakes. Anything worth existence comes with 
mistakes. The only way perfection can exist is through 
mistakes, unless that very perfection is divine. I feel that the 
future generations of the American military can learn from the 
mistakes of their elders. 

There may have been wars that were mistakes. Maybe 
there were times when our national security was not 
threatened by refraining from battle. However, America does 
have a responsibility in the world community to prevent 
oppression of innocent lives. Wars that may not appear to be 
a threat to the national security of America could very easily be 
a future threat. Refusing to help innocent people of this world 
could tarnish the very integrity of America. 

Revolution in the world cannot occur without death. As 
tragic as that may sound, that will to die for freedom must be 
conveyed to those that are trying to prevent that freedom from 
occurring. Death is acceptable when the reasoning is justified. 
In America, it always was, and always will be. 

Anytime I see the American flag, I remember those that 
have made the supreme sacrifice. I realize that I’m very 
fortunate to be living because I could have easily been chosen 
to fight and die in a war. I wouldn’t like to be martyred, but if 
I had to die to keep my country alive, I would make the 
sacrifice. I wouldn’t deserve to utilize any services available in 
this country if I weren’t willing to die for it. 
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LOST LOVE 
by Angie Spicer 


She’s Dead! 

She’s dead! 

How can this be, 

But is this her body that 
Lies in a casket 

In front of me! 

All through my mind 
The memories ran of 
The moments we laughed 
And played in the sand. 
But now her eyes are 

So very cold I'll never 
Again have her to hold. 
I touched her face as 

I started to cry, 

Put my class ring on her 
Finger and kissed her 
Goodbye. As a cold wind 
Began to blow they 
Buried her casket 

Deep in the snow. 


PREGNANT SMOKER 


by Angie Spicer 


Hi Mommy, remember me, 

I’m the person you never got to see. 
Mommy, mommy, what is that smoke, 
Mommy, help me, I’m starting to choke. 


Mommy, mommy, | can’t breathe no more, 


Mommy, I’m dying, really for sure. 
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Mommy, mommy, it’s starting to get black. 
Mommy, whatever I did, I take it back. 
Mommy, mommy, I’m not here no more 
Mommy, mommy, is this what you had in store. 
Mommy, mommy, I got to go away 

Mommy, why did you kill me, why today? 


BLINDNESS 
By Angie Spicer 


Where can my love be, 

For I am blind and cannot see. 

Who just talked to the person over there, 
What color is your hair. 

I run into things it’s not my fault, 

My life has come to a screeching halt. 

Why did I have to go blind, 

My friends are starting to leave me behind. 
I went blind just a year ago, 

Why only I know. 

I try to get around in my own way, 

But someone yells at me every day. 

So if you have to have surgery some time in your life, 
Always say yes it depends on your sight. 


KSB 
By Angie Spicer 


I go to the school of red and white, 

Our theme is fight fight fight. 

Our band is cool you should come and see, 
Then you will get to meet people from KSB 
The students here are cool and nice, 

If you were smart you would take my advice. 
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We may be blind but we have fun here, 

But if I were here, my dear. 

Our academic classes are cool, 

I like this place called KSB School. 

So if you are blind and want to have fun, 

I have just got here and fun has just begun. 


POEM 
by Samuel Lucas 


You're a big part of my life 

Living without you hurts like a cut with a knife 
Now this feeling I have for you is true 

I love you and only you 

For me youre the only girl 

Thinking of being without you, makes me hurl 
I know you think I’m lying 

But without you, girl, I think I’m dying 

I hope our love will last forever 

You leave me, I hope you'll never. 


MISSY 
Short Story by Melissa Saylor 


Characters are: 

Kimmy 

Christy 

Carie 

Chris 

Benny 

Little Tim 

Big Tim 

Carol and Michael, Kimmy’s and Carie’s mom and dad. 
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9. Christy, Benny, little Tim, and big Tim live with grandma 
Pam. 

10. Johnny, Chris’s dad. 

11. The Cat, Andy. 


In the story, Carie is seventeen years old. Kimmy is fifteen 
years old. Carie gets into a mess and needs to get out of that 
mess. Kim is a very sweet person. She can get very emotional 
at times. She has a cat and the cat is trained already. So she 
keeps him in the house. Chris is her boyfriend. Christy, 
Benny, little Tim, and Big Tim are brothers and sister. Christy 
is fourteen and she is Kimmy’s best friend. Benny is eighteen 
and little Tim is five. Benny and little Tim love each other 
very much. They are always together. Big Tim is twelve and 
he doesn’t get along with anyone. Christy cannot stand him. 
He thinks that he is above everybody and he goes around with 
tears in his clothes. Chris is fifteen, he lives with his dad in a 
very small apartment. They don’t have any pets. The only 
thing that Chris wants to do is talk to Kimmy. Chris’s dad is 
a doctor and they have lots of money. Their parents are always 
there when they need them. Now on with my story. 


CHAPTER ONE 


I woke up very early on Saturday morning. I sat up on my 
bed wishing that I could see Chris. I looked at his picture and 
started to miss him even more. Carie came to my door. "Why 
are you up so early?" I then put Chris’s picture down and 
looked at her. As she left I started to call her name but I 
thought no I better leave her out of this. I knew that I only 
had two more weeks before I get to see him again. Two weeks 
is too long I moaned to myself as I stood up and walked to the 
door. 

I walked into the kitchen thinking that I might see him 
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when I walked in but when I walked in Carie and Mom were 
setting at the table. I got a milk and went back to my room. 
I don’t like to talk to my mom or my sister. They always pick 
on me because I am so tall but thin. That is because I don’t eat 
a lot. 

I started to open my milk when the phone rang. "Kimmy, 
get the phone.’ I picked up the phone. "Hello." I thought it 
was Chris but it was Christy. She wants me to go over to her 
house for a little while. I told her that I will be over in a little 
while. I need to get dressed first. I put the phone down and 
ran for my closet. I got out my black shorts and my pink shirt 
with blue and yellow flowers on it. Then I put on my shoes and 
went downstairs. "Mom, I am going over to Christy’s for a little 
while" 

It is so hot out I thought as I went out the door. I have to 
walk three blocks before I get to her house. After I walked the 
first block I ran the other two. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Christy was standing at the door. "Hi, Kim." I ran up and 
hugged her. We walked in and went to her room. When we got 
there, Big Tim was in her room. He was looking in her things. 
She ran over and hit him so hard. She made a mark on his 
arm. He told her that he will get her back some day. 

After he left she then closed the door. "Let’s talk girl talk." 
I said to her. 

I started us out by telling her that I miss Chris. You need 
a boyfriend, don’t you? I asked her. 

"Yes, I do." 

"Let’s go for a walk. We might find someone for you.’ 

"Let’s go then." 

We told her grandma and went on our way. We went 
outside and walked west of her house. 
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"Do you have any money?’ 

"Yes, I do," said Christy. 

"T do too." 

After walking for ten minutes we had to have something to 
drink. We went to little Maks and got us a coke. Then we 
went back to her house. 

As soon as we walked in the door, little Tim hugged 
Christy. “Come play with me," he whined. 

"I’m sorry I can’t play with you now." 

Then her grandma came in and said "Christy, you better 
play with him or Kimmy will have to go home." 

We took little Tim up to her room and made him sit down 
on the bed. He started to cry. ‘I don’t want to play with you 
now. You are mean to me.’ Then he ran out of the room. 

"Christy, get down here now.’ Her grandma yelled at the 
top of her lungs. 

"Yes, grandma." 

"I want you to sit down for a little while. You need to get 
your act together. Kimmy needs to go home now." 

"Well, Pll go now," I said as I went out the door. 

When I got home I found a note on the door that said "Kim, 
Carie, your dad and I are going somewhere and we will be back 
soon. So you can just go on and make something to eat." 


CHAPTER THREE 


I unlocked the door and went up to my room. I set down 
on my bed still thinking about Chris. Then the phone rang. 
“Hello.” What a surprise it was Chris. He told me that he was 
already home and he wanted to see me. Then I told him that 
he can come on over. 

I put the phone down and screamed "Yes, he’s home." "All 
right.” 

Ten minutes later the door bell rang. I ran and opened it. 
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It was Chris. He grabbed me and hugged me. It felt good to 
see him again. He asked me if I wanted to go to the mall with 
him and I said yes I sure will. I was just so happy. "Well, 
Kim, I have to go now [ll pick you up at six so be ready." He 
kissed me on the cheek and left. 

As soon as he left I had to call Christy to tell her that I 
saw Chris and he was going to take me to the mall but when 
I called her grandma said that Christy can’t come to the phone 
now. ‘She is doing something for me." Then I told her that I 
will call back later. 

When I hung up the phone, I went to change my clothes. 
I got out a pair of tight bright white shorts and a long hot pink 
shirt with writing on it that says I am a happy person. I know 
that it will look strange but I want to wear it anyway. 

When I got through dressing and fixing my hair, I ran 
downstairs and looked in the kitchen for something to eat. I 
ate a piece of left-over cake because I didn’t want to cook 
anything. I sat down at the table with my cake and a glass of 
coke. 

It was five thirty when I got finished. I looked out the 
window and I saw mom and dad pull in the drive way. I ran 
out to meet them but when I ran out there they told me to get 
back in the house. They sounded like they were mad. I wasn’t 
wrong; when they came in the house Dad was holding Carie. 
I asked what happened and they told me to shut up. About 
that time Chris pulled up. I ran out and got in his car and we 
left. 

On our way Chris told me that we were not going to the 
mall but he had to talk to me about something. So we were 
going somewhere to talk so that we will be alone. He pulled 
into an old parking lot and stopped the car. First of all I asked 
him when he got his license. Then he told me that he had a 
birthday. I thought no I don’t believe it; I didn’t remember his 
birthday. 
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"I turned sixteen while I was away,’ he said. 

"Tm sorry that I forgot your birthday, I said. 

"That is all right; I don’t want you to get me anything,’ he 
said. 

"I will anyway,’ I said. 

After all that he put his arm around me and pulled me 
closer. "I have something for you,’ he said. 

"What is it?" I asked. He gave me a box. I opened it and 
there was a gold chain in it. I looked at the chain and then 
turned around to hug him but when I turned around he kissed 
me then put both arms around me. 

At eight I told him that I needed to go home because mom 
will kill me if I stay out too late. Then he said, "Well, it’s only 
eight. We can stay out later than that." 

"All right," I said. 

Then he started the car. "Where are we going?” I asked. 

“We are going to drive around for a little while," he said. 

After thirty minutes had gone by he asked me "Are you 
ready to go home now?" 

I looked at him. "I had a good time tonight; I hope we can 
do this again." He took me home, walked me to my door and 
hugged me. Then he gave me a kiss. 

When I walked into the house Mom and Dad were yelling 
at Carie. I looked at them then looked at Carie. "Kim, go to 
your room. Dad yelled. I ran upstairs to my room. I didn’t 
know what had happened but I know it was bad. I put my ear 
right up to the door and tried to listen to them. The only thing 
I heard them say was "You are going to be in your room for 
two weeks but we just don’t know what to do with you." 

I saw Carie run past my room door. She was crying so 
hard I thought that she was going to cry a river. She looked 
back at me and then walked over to me and hugged me. When 
she hugged me I felt that she really needs me. I told her to let 
it out and she started to cry harder. 
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Mom walks upstairs and grabs Carie and told me to get in 
bed. So I went back to my room. I wanted to know why they 
were mad but they won’t tell me. I thought that I should just 
get in bed and find out in the morning. In bed that night I 
thought about everything that had happened but my thoughts 
were mostly about Chris. He was on my mind all night. I 
didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. 

The next morning I got up and ran downstairs. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Carie is in a big mess. I walked into the kitchen. Carie 
was sitting down at the table. I sat down beside her. She 
looked at me and said "I’m in trouble." About that time Mom 
and Dad came in and told me to go to a friend’s house for the 
night. I asked them why and they said they were not going to 
be home for a while. 

Then I went up to my room to get some things. I grabbed 
my overnight bag and put some things in it for the night. 

I went back downstairs and asked mom if I can go over to 
Christy’s house for the night and she told me to go on. So I 
left. 

As I sat there and watched Kimmy walk out the door I 
knew then I was in hot water. Mom turned and looked at me. 
Then Dad turned around also. I started out with telling them 
I’m sorry but that was not all I wanted to say. I wanted to tell 
them that I will never take drugs again but I didn’t know how 
to put it in words. Telling me that you're sorry is not good 
enough. 

Dad looked like he wanted to hit me. I told him to go on 
and hit me. Then he said no I won’t hit you but you will be in 
your room for a month with no friends over. That may lead you 
to the right path. 

I walked up to my room flopped on my bed, looked at the 
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other people running around outside, and started to cry. I wish 
Kim would come home; it would be nice to talk to her. 


CHAPTER FIVE 
Kim’s big day. 


I stayed at Christy’s house last night. We had lots of fun. 
I told her all about me and she told me about her. We talked 
mostly about boys. I told her all about Chris. 

"Kim, wake up." Christy called. "Guess who just called for 
you.” 

I asked her who it was and she said it was Chris. Then I 
told her that I needed to go home. She told me not to but I had 
to anyway. I wanted to call Chris when I got there. She told 
me to stay for at least ten minutes. I said, "All right." We had 
something to eat then I was on my way. 

When I got home I ran to the phone and called Chris. 
When I was talking to him he asked me to go with him to the 
movies. At that time Carie walks into the room and asked me 
why was I so happy. Then I put down the phone. I told her 
that Chris asked me to the movies. After I told her that she 
runs out of the room. 

I ran after her. "What is wrong with you?" She told me 
that she had to stay in her room for a month. That means I 
can’t go and watch TV. I told her that when I got back I would 
tell you what happened. 

At six I went to my room to get ready for my big night. I 
didn’t want to wear a dress because that would be a little too 
dressy. So I’m just going to wear my pink turtle neck with my 
black silk vest and my black stretch pants. 

Mom called me into her room. "I needed to talk to you,’ 
she said. So I walked into her room and sat down. "If you are 
going out tonight you better be good." I told her that I will and 
she believed me. Then she told me to go on and have fun. 
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At seven he came and we left to go to the movies. We were 
half-way down the street and he asked me if I really wanted to 
go to the movies or just go out to eat. Then I told him that I 
was not into movies but I’m with you so it doesn’t matter. 
“Well, let’s go out to eat." 

He asked me where I wanted to go. "Anywhere, I said. 

“I don’t have lots of money so I'll take you to a place where 
I know you like their food." 

“All right", I said to him. 

"Do you like the food at McDonalds?" he asked. 

eYes,il'dorw wii 

We walked into McDonalds and picked a table. He asked 
me what I wanted and I told him that I wanted meal number 
two. He got the same thing that I got. We sat down at the 
table. We were sitting next to each other. Every time I looked 
up he was looking at me. I smiled at him. 

When we were finished he grabbed my hand. Then use 
said, ‘I love you’. I thought that was so sweet. 

"I love you, too,’ I said. 

We left and started on our way back. I looked back at the 
back seat and saw three boxes. "What’s in the boxes?” 

"Nothing," he said. I just looked at him. 

He stopped the car at an old parking lot in front of a park. 
He grabbed one of the boxes. "I have something for you." 
When I opened the box there was a black suede jacket. [| 
hugged him so tight and told him thank you so many times. I 
felt bad because I didn’t get him anything. ‘I didn’t get you 
anything,’ I told him. 

"I don’t care. All I] need is you." Then he kissed me. 

At eleven o’clock he took me home, hugged and kissed me 
good night, and left. 

As I walked into the house I had a funny feeling that 
something was going to happened. I walked on up to my room. 
"Can I come in?" Carie asked. 
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"Yes, come on in,’ I told her. 

"I want to hear about what you and Chris did." 

"First of all, we didn’t go to the movies. We went out to 
eat. Then he gave me a suede jacket.” 

"Can I see it?” she asked. I got it out of the box and 
handed it to her. 

"Oh, it’s really nice. I want one." 

"It’s already eleven thirty. I better go on to bed,’ I told 
Carlie. 

"Good night," she said as she went out the door. 


CHAPTER SIX 
Tm really hurt now. 


The next morning, I woke up very sick. My head was 
hurting really bad; I felt sick to my stomach and was aching, 
and I felt something bad was going to happen. I got out of bed 
and went downstairs to see if mom was up. Mom was watching 
TV when I walked in the room. She looked up at me and told 
me to go to my room. I asked her why and she said I'll be up 
there in a minute. 

I walked to my room very slowly because I knew then 
something was going to happen. Mom walks in and closed the 
door behind her. The first thing she asked me was, "What did 
you and Chris do last night?" 

"Nothing," I said. 

"That’s not what Carie told me. She told me that you 
didn’t go to the movies but you went somewhere else. She also 
told me you won't tell her where you went.” 

"IT did so tell her where I went," I yelled out. “We went out 
to eat. Then he gave me a suede jacket." 

"I really don’t believe you," she said. "I don’t know where 
you went but if you don’t tell me the truth, you will be in some 
trouble." 
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"I already told you. We went out to eat instead of going to 
the movies. What did Carie tell you?" I asked. 

She said, "You went to a bar and had a drink." 

“Now, Mom, you know I wouldn’t do anything like that." 

"I don’t know, you may. I can tell by the look on your face 
that you are lying to me." 

"No, ’'m not!" I started to cry. 

"I want you to stay in your room all day and don’t come 
out. Not even to eat." 

When Mom closed the door I started to cry even harder. I 
just didn’t know why Carie would say such things. I thought 
she was better than that. As I lie there on my bed I started to 
get sicker and sicker. I checked my temperature and it was a 
hundred and four point six. I was burning up. 

Why is all this happening to me? I can’t get sick and get 
into trouble at the same time. Mom just doesn’t like me or 
something like that. | 

A few minutes later my bedroom phone rang. It was Chris. 
I thought well now I can feel better. I was wrong. The first 
thing he told me was that it was over. I asked him why and he 
told that my mom paid him to stay away from me. Then he 
told me he was coming to get the jacket. 

I put the phone down and | felt like I was going to fall 
backwards. I didn’t even feel like I was really alive. I looked 
out my window to watch for Chris. I just can’t believe all this 
is happening at once. I see a little Tim, big Tim, and Benny 
walking down the sidewalk. Then I wanted to know where 
Christy was. I really need her at a time like this. 

I didn’t see Chris but Carie came into my room to get the 
jacket. "You look dumped," she said and started to laugh. I 
didn’t say anything to her. She walked out and closed the door 
behind her. 

I thought Chris loved me. I guess I was wrong. I’m just 
getting sicker and sicker. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
Kim is gone. 


I cannot stand this. Something is really wrong. Why is all 
this happening at once? Problems everywhere. 

All these thoughts came into my head at once. I don’t 
know what to do. Maybe Christy can help me. I know I can’t 
go to Christy’s because I’m not allowed to go out of my room. 
I need to find a way. I know now I thought to myself. I can go 
out the window and go down the fire escape. I open the 
window and looked down. I need to have my shoes on first. I 
grabbed my old pair of lace shoes and started on my way. 

When I got to the bottom my headache came back. I was 
so hot I could not stand it. I started to walk the first block. 
When I got to the end of the block, I felt like I needed 
something cold to drink but I don’t have any money to get 
something. 

As I went on walking I felt like I was going to just let 
everything go and sit right here on the sidewalk. 

"Mom, Kim is not in her room. I don’t know where she is.” 

“Why did you go to Kim’s room when you know she is in 
trouble?" 

"I wanted to tell her something," Carie said. 

"Stay out of there." 

“You need to do something because she is gone,’ I| said. 

"Go on and set the table and don’t say another word about 

I went to set the table. While I was setting the table, I 
saw Mom go upstairs to Kim’s room. Kim is in trouble now I 
thought. What will mom do? She came back downstairs. "[’’m 
going to find Kim and when I do, she will not like me." Mom 
ran out of the house steaming bad. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
Kim is hurt really bad. 


Then I sat down on the sidewalk. Something very strange 
happened. I can’t sit up--I had to lay down. So I did. I felt 
like I was way overweight. I know I wasn’t because I only 
weigh eighty-two pounds. I tried to sit up again but I could not 
move. I lost control of myself and fell the rest of the way down. 
I hit my head really hard on the sidewalk. The last thing I saw 
before I went to sleep was a pile of blood. 

I am so mad I will kill Kim when I find her. I don’t know 
why she would do such a thing. I raised her better than that. 
She knows not to drink and she knows not to leave the house 
without me telling her to. 

I walked on down the sidewalk and I see lots of people all 
standing around someone. Then I saw blood. I walked even 
closer and I saw that the person was Kim they were standing 
around. I didn’t know what to do. That was my little girl 
bleeding to death on the sidewalk. I walked over to tell them 
to move because she was my daughter lying there. Then the 
ambulance came. "Everyone move out of my way.’ They 
called. Everyone moved back but me. "Hey, lady, move.’ They 
yelled. 

"No, I will stay with her and I don’t care what you say. 
You won't make me leave." 

Why did all this happen to Kim? I wish I knew but I don’t. 
I moved over a little but I could still see her. She was knocked 
out. Blood covered her face. I hope she will be all mght. 

I went back home to get my car. When I went in to get my 
keys Carie asked me what I was doing. Then I had to tell her 
what happened. Kim is hurt really bad and I have to go to the 
hospital. "Can I go with you?" 

"I guess," I said. Just before we left I got a call. I let the 
phone ring for about a minute then I picked it up. I really 
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didn’t want to answer it. I know it will not be good news. I’m 
afraid of what they will say. I got the news. I’m sorry but Kim 
passed away on the way to the hospital. She lost too much 
blood. 

I put down the phone and started to cry. I didn’t know 
what to do. What have I done? No, this didn’t happen. No, it 
didn’t. The only thing I could think of was to go and see her for 
the last time. 


CHAPTER NINE 
Christy 


A day after Kim’s death, I called Christy to tell her what 
had happened. 

"Mom, can I go to Kim’s house?” 

"No, I need to tell you something about Kim." Right then 
the phone rang. "I'll get it," I said. “Hello!” I said into the 
phone thinking it was Kim. It was not Kim. It was her mom. 
She told me that Kim got hurt really bad and she passed away. 

I slammed down the phone as hard as I could and started 
to cry so hard my glasses fell off my face. Mom came over and 
hugged me and told me to let it all out. Then I would feel 
much better. "I’m going to take you to see her for the last time. 
So go get in the car and I'll be there in a minute." 

I didn’t know if I wanted to see the funeral home or anyone 
there. But I had to see Kim. We were on our way when I 
started to cry again. I felt like I was alone and I had no 
friends. I knew something was wrong with Kim when she told 
me that Chris broke up with her. I never knew why he did but 
whatever it was must have been a stupid reason. Kim really 
loved him, she would do anything for him. I hope he is there 
to see her and think about what he did to her. 

There is a lot of people here and I don’t know half of them. 
Somehow I was able to see her. So did Chris. He was more 


38 


upset than I was when I found out. He was holding her hand 
and when someone told him to let go of her he would not. "I 
have always loved her but her mom told me, I was not allowed 
to see her any more." 

"Why?" I asked. 

"Carie told her mom that we had a drink but I tried to tell 
her we didn’t but it didn’t work." 

"I’m sorry that happened," I said. 

“What do I do without her." He started to cry even harder. 
I felt so sorry for him. I gave him a hug. He put his head on 
my shoulder and his tears started to fall one right after 
another. 

I had never let a boy put his head on my shoulder but in 
this case | had to let him. "When will all this be over? I wish 
it would end." 

"So do I," I said. 


CHAPTER TEN 
It’s all over. 


Two months later, Kim’s family was doing better. 
Everyone was back to the same way they were before. They 
gave me Andy the cat because I was Kim’s best friend. 

Carie said that she will never tell another lie as long as she 
lives. Chris said he will never find another girl like Kim. 

This is how the sad story ends. 


HOW TO PREPARE RAMEN NOODLES 
by Michelle Powell 


I like to prepare Ramen Noodles in the microwave. These 
are the directions I use. 

First I get a paper bowl and put some cool water in it. 
Next I will put the water in the microwave and heat for one 
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minute. Then I take that water out of the microwave and put 
it on the counter out of my way. 

I have to be very careful because it gets hot. Now I’m 
ready to open the package of noodles and put them into the 
bowl of hot water. After that I put the bowl! of noodles and 
water back in the microwave and heat for one minute on 
medium. 

If the noodles are finished cooking, I have to pour the 
water in the sink. Then I have to put the sauce in to give the 
noodles a good flavor. Then I can eat the noodles. 

This makes a good snack. If I had a sandwich, I would 
have enough for a meal. I like to prepare Ramen noodles 
because it is an easy snack to prepare. 


JILL LEARNS A LESSON 
by Britt Lincoln 


Jill sat on her bed and tried to do her algebra. She sighed. 
"All right," she said. "Let me see if I can make heads or tails 
of this stuff. X plus 3. X =5. What am I supposed to do here? 
What should be done with this 5? I wish Mom or Dad were 
home tonight so they could help me." Jill tried to make sense 
of her algebra for a while longer, but she finally gave up and 
just put down answers that she hoped would be right. 

Jill didn’t know what was wrong with her. Everyone else 
could understand the explanation given by Mrs. Watkins, the 
algebra teacher. Why couldn’t she? It was only the first day of 
school, and already Jill could tell that she was going to fail 
Mrs. Watkin’s class. Mrs. Watkins was a hard teacher. She 
had told Jill that she wouldn’t have been put in the class she 
was in if she didn’t have the capability to understand the 
concepts of algebra. When Jill told Mrs. Watkins that she had 
never been introduced to any algebraic concepts, Mrs. Watkins 
said that didn’t matter. Jill was still expected to learn the 
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material with no extra help. 

Jill’s mind wandered to the subject of her parents. "I wish 
my parents would stay home more,’ she thought to herself. "I 
never know where they go so much. They never tell me where 
they go. It would be nice if my parents would pay attention to 
me when they are home. When they are home they just tell me 
to fix my own dinner, and then they go into another room, shut 
the door, and talk about who knows what. At least that’s the 
way it is most of the time. We hardly ever eat as a family, and 
when we do it usually isn’t any fun. It’s better than fixing my 
own dinner though." 

Suddenly, Jill heard her parents’ car turn into the 
driveway. Jill ran to meet her parents. She was in for a 
disappointment. Her parents greeted her as if their minds 
were a million miles away, then they started talking about the 
School Board as if Jill wasn’t even there. When her mother 
paused for a breath Jill asked timidly, "Mom, I am really 
having a hard time with my algebra homework. Would you 
please help me?” 

Jill’s mother frowned. "Jill, you can do this algebra if you 
try. People who try hard never need help with anything, and 
as you know, I have no patience with people who don’t try to 
succeed at whatever they do. Do that algebra yourself, and try 
real hard on it, "Jill’s mother answered. She sat a little 
straighter to emphasize her point, and her face got that 
determined look it always had when she was lecturing someone 
about trying hard. 

“Your mother’s right," Jill’s father agreed. "Go do that 
math. Dinner will be ready in an hour." 

Jill was excited. The whole family hardly ever had dinner 
together. She spent the next hour dreaming about summer 
vacation when she would be free of Mrs. Watkins. Jill’s dinner 
hopes were shattered. Her parents ignored her and talked 
about plants, trees, the School Board, and drunk drivers 
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throughout the meal. They acted as if Jill didn’t exist. 

Time passed, and Jill grew more and more depressed. Her 
parents continued to pay little or no attention to her, and she 
was failing algebra. Then two accidents happened, after which 
things got better for Jill. The first accident happened one night 
when both of Jill’s parents were home. Jill was passing by her 
parents’ room on the way to her own when she heard her name. 
Her parents were sitting ramrod straight on the bed. “I don’t 
know how to tell Jill that she is going to have to move to her 
aunt’s house because of us," Jill’s mother said. 

“Let’s just tell her the truth," her father replied. “We don’t 
have time to raise her. I am chairman of the School Board, 
president of the Arbor Club, treasurer of the Men In 
Horticulture Club, and treasurer for the local branch of the 
Salvation Army. You, my lovely wife, are a member of Mothers 
Against Drunk Driving, one of the sponsors of Future Farmers 
of America, vice-president of the Arbor Club, and treasurer of 
the School Board. We have come to cherish our clubs more 
than Jill, so we must send Jill to her aunt to live. It’s quite 
simple." 

"I wish there was a gentle way to break the news to her,’ 
Jill’s mother murmured. 

Jill’s father’s short, stocky figure sat up straighter on the 
bed. This meant that he was about to say something final. 
"There is no gentle way," Jill’s father pronounced. "We'll just 
tell it to her the way it is. Jill shouldn’t be pampered. She is 
14 years old for crying out loud!" 

Jill couldn’t believe what she had overheard. So that was 
why her parents had been neglecting her. Jill was crushed. 
She cried herself to sleep. 

The second accident happened the next morning. Jill was 
on her way to Mrs. Watkins’s class when she saw a door that 
she had never noticed before. The nameplate read "Counselor’s 
Office." Jill knew that she must cut class and talk to the 
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counselor right then or she would probably start thinking about 
ending her life. Jill opened the door and was immediately 
invited into the office by a pleasant-looking woman of medium 
height. "My name is Mrs. Hargrove. I assume you're cutting 
class, but I see that nervous, depressed look in your eyes, so I 
know you have a serious problem. I'll talk with you," said the 
counselor. 

“Mrs. Hargrove," Jill began, "I am having serious problems. 
I’m failing algebra, and Mrs. Watkins won’t give me extra help. 
She just stands there with a formidable look on her face and 
refuses me when I ask for help. My parents won’t help either. 
In fact, they are so wrapped up in their clubs that they are 
going to send me to live with my aunt. Life stinks,” Jill 
finished. 

"I understand how you feel, Jill, but ’d like a few more 
details if you don’t mind. How do you know your parents don’t 
care about you, and they’re going to make you live with your 
aunt?” Mrs. Hargrove asked. 

Jill told Mrs. Hargrove about the night before, and Jill 
could tell that Mrs. Hargrove was hanging on every word. 
‘Jill,’ Mrs. Hargrove said when Jill had finished, “your parents 
sound dreadful, and the algebra situation sounds like the pits, 
too. However, both of these things can be turned around. If it’s 
alright with you Id like to find an algebra tutor for you. I'll 
also talk to Mrs. Watkins and see if I can get her to bend a 
little. Meanwhile, I would like you to see if you can get up your 
courage and have a talk with your parents. Tell them how you 
feel about them and their activities. Let them know you care 
about them, and they might be persuaded to keep you. It'll be 
hard for you to talk to your parents, but you can doit. Trust 
me. 

"Thank you, Mrs. Hargrove," said Jill greatfully. "You’ve 
been a big help." 

Jill got her tutor. Her name was Mrs. Cleaver, and she 
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was young and businesslike. Jill hiked Mrs. Cleaver, and her 
grades in algebra improved. With the improvement, Mrs. 
Watkins became more willing to give Jill the extra help she 
needed. Mrs. Watkins tutored Jill every Thursday after school. 
With the improved grades came courage to face the parents. 
Jill had a talk with them on one of the few nights when they 
were both home. "Mom, Dad," Jill began, "I really love you 
both, but I’d like to see more of you. I'd like to have more 
family dinners, and I’d like to be included in the conversations 
at those dinners. I guess what I’m getting at is that I’d like to 
live with my parents and be a normal kid." 

"We can’t do those things, and you're going to live with 
your aunt. We love our clubs, and we can’t tend to them and 
you. We don’t have enough money, Jill’s father replied. 

"It doesn’t have to be that way, Jill’s mother said. "I’ve 
been thinking. Jill is growing up. She has been rather 
dejected-looking lately. I’m willing to cancel my positions in 
three of my clubs if you will do the same. We should start 
being normal parents to Jill.” 

“Well, I don’t want you to divorce me, so I guess I'll do it," 
said Jill’s father. 

“This is wonderful!" Jill exclaimed joyfully. ‘I'll finally 
have a real family." 

Jill found family life to be a truly inspiring thing. There 
were occasional squabbles, but they all got worked out one way 
or another. One day Jill saw Mrs. Hargrove in the hall at 
school. "Jill, how are you doing? Does life still stink?" Mrs. 
Hargrove asked. 

"No, it doesn’t stink anymore, and I’m doing swell. I’m 
sure glad you helped me. I didn’t think anyone could help me 
get my life straightened up," Jill replied. 

Mrs. Hargrove said, "Jill, I want you to remember this and 
remember it well. No matter how big your problems are, there 
is always someone somewhere that is or will be willing to listen 
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to those problems and help solve them." 
"Pll remember that," Jill told the counselor. Jill did 
remember it for the rest of her life. 


WHEN I FIRST CAME TO K.S.B. 
by Jason Abrams 


When I first came to Kentucky School for the Blind, I met 
lots of kids. After a while we became friends. Then I was glad 
that I had come here. I have lots of friends here now. 

This school has helped me a lot. I have learned more since 
I came here. I live in an independent apartment which I like 
very much. I have learned how to do things I need to know 
when I am on my own. We take turns cooking and we take 
turns with the housekeeping duties. 

I think this program is good for me and would be good for 
anybody. 


MY TRIP TO CALIFORNIA 
by Howard Stinson 


On July 10, 1993 I went with my vocational teacher and 
her husband to Anaheim, California. We went to a vocational 
education program called Power of One. It was divided into 
modules which were about being a better person, helping other 
people, learning about leadership, speaking out, and family ties. 
It was an excellent meeting. I enjoyed it overall. 

I flew on Delta Airlines and liked the trip. The food was 
good on the flight. I was not afraid. We had a good flight and 
I was excited. 

While I was there, we went to Hollywood and saw the 
stars’ footprints. We walked a lot and went to a few shops. We 
were on a bus tour. We toured Los Angeles at night. We saw 
where many movie stars live. 


45 


I came home July 16th. This is the only trip I have taken 
out of Kentucky. I liked it very much. 


LEARNING ABOUT MEALS 
by Josie Kenney 


In the Independent Living program, it is my job to plan 
and prepare the dinner meal every five weeks. There are four 
other girls in my apartment, and we rotate preparing dinner for 
each other for a week at a time. 

The first thing I do is plan my menu for dinner Monday 
through Thursday. Since we go home on Friday, we don’t cook 
that day. I think about what I want to serve and I write a 
shopping list. I have to include everything that is needed for 
my four dinners. It is necessary to plan ahead. 

Next I go to the grocery store with an adult from the 
Independent Living program. I use my list to shop for what I 
need. I go through the aisles to see what the best bargains and 
the cheapest prices are. 

When I prepare my menu, | usually have a meat, a 
vegetable, a salad, a dessert and a beverage. We all sit down 
and eat together. Someone else has the job of cleaning up the 
kitchen and washing the dishes. 

I have learned how to cook and how to clean up. I have 
also learned a lot about buying groceries. This will be helpful 
in the future. I am glad that I am in the Independent Living 
program this year. 


OUR TRIP TO FLORIDA 
by Amy Gordon 


Amy is going to the store with her mom. Abby wanted to 
go too. When they get there they see a contest poster. Abby 
said, "Let’s go fill out a form for the contest." They did. 
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Abby got a letter and it said, "You have won a contest--a 
trip to Florida for five people. It includes tickets to Disney 
World and Sea World. You can stay three nights and four 
days." 

Mom said, "We will go when school is out for the summer." 
Abby, Amy and Travis were so excited they all started 
laughing. 

A few days later school was out and it was time to leave for 
Florida. The family took Flight 6 at 12:00 a.m. from Kentucky 
to Florida. Amy was scared because she and Travis had never 
flown before. Mom and Dad have flown so they are not scared. 
Abby was not scared because she has flown. 

When they got to Florida a car was waiting to take them 
to the motel. When they got to the motel Abby and Amy put on 
their bathing suits and went to the beach to build sand castles. 
While they were playing in the water they met some new 
children that were staying in the room beside us. Abby and 
Amy were glad to meet new friends. Everybody decided to play 
in the water. Abby and Amy went and picked up shells. 

The next day the family went to Sea World. They all 
enjoyed watching the water skiers, sharks and killer whales. 
They enjoyed watching the dolphins and seals. It was very fun. 

The next day they went to Disney World. When they got 
there they watched the Disney parade. After they watched the 
parade they saw a booth that had a sign that said pictures 
taken with any character. Abby and Amy wanted their pictures 
taken with Mickey and Minnie Mouse. Abby said, "Let’s go ride 
the rides." After that they bought a keychain. 

The next day the family flew back to Kentucky and 
everybody was glad to be home. 
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THE WARNING 
by Dustin Forbes 


In this story you will hear about a little girl and her 
mother. She did something that she was told not to do. She 
gets in trouble but in the end her mother says that she is sorry. 

"You were told not to go near that house. You are going to 
be in trouble for this. Do you understand, young lady?" 

"I am sorry mom. I was just eager to know about that 
house. But I promise I will show you that it is not haunted.” 

"No one that has gone in that house has come out alive.” 

So Malissa, for that was her name, was given an early 
dinner and sent to bed with a spanking. Late that night she 
woke up, and decided to go and see if the house is really 
haunted or not. So she took a lantern, and some blankets. She 
left a note saying. Dear Mom, I am going to the forbidden 
house to see for myself. 

So she headed on her way. When she got there she 
immediately heard aloud sound. But since she is a brave little 
girl she went up to the house and knocked. There came no 
reply so she opened the door and walked in. There were a lot 
of noises all around her when she went in. They were all 
frightening, high shrieks, and low scary voices. They were 
saying "Go away, cause if you don’t we will squeeze you until 
your blood squirts all over the floor.” But she ignored the 
voices and went in and fell asleep. Everything went okay the 
whole next day. However when it was night something 
extremely fabulous happened. As soon as it was dark a table 
covered with food appeared in front of Malissa. Since she was 
very hungry she was about to help herself to the food when a 
voice called out saying, "Don’t eat." 

Then a skeleton appeared in front of her. For a few 
minutes she was frightened but she did not show it to the 
unearthly visitor that paid her a visit. 
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“Why can’t I eat this yummy food in front of me?" 

‘If you do you will be killed instantly. You see this is an 
enchanted house. Here the strangest things happen. So do not 
do anything without asking me first. Do you understand? I 
will help you get something special. I also want you to get 
home safely." 

‘I understand and I appreciate it very much." 

So the table of food disappeared at once. Then Malissa was 
led into a dining room where there she was given some food, 
and was told that she could eat without fear. As soon as she 
was done eating she was taken to another room where she was 
confronted by the strangest figure that you ever could imagine. 
He was really big, scary, haunting, bewitching, and very fierce. 
She was led up to this monster. But like most people who 
would be afraid of this monster she was not. Even when he 
started to talk to her she did not even wince. He said, "What 
are you doing here?" 

“I came here to prove my mother wrong." 

"Okay, you will have to be tested to prove that. The test 
will be to see how brave you really are. If you win then you 
will get something fabulous. If you do not win then you will 
have to stay in this house forever." 

So the tests are about to start. The first test was when a 
giant came in the room brandishing a big sword. She was 
given nothing to defend herself. So she just waited for her end 
to come, but just as it was to happen the big guy snapped his 
fingers, and the giant’s head fell off and rolled to Malissa’s feet. 

"You were very brave. You were the first one that has beat 
him. So I give you this magic ring. It was his. With this ring 
if you ever want to be somewhere you only need to rub it and 
say where you want to be and you will be there instantly." 

Just then a whole bunch of alligators came in and started 
to run towards her. It was very hard for her not to scream out 
but she did it without fail. All of a sudden all of the alligators 
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opened their mouths and were about to bite her into a lot of 
pieces. It would have been the end of her if the big guy hadn’t 
waved his hand and sent all of them away. In their place there 
was a box. In it was something very special. It was the 
smallest, cutest little bird. 

"If you want the bird to sing you just tell it the song you 
want it to sing, and it will sing it. Now here comes the hardest 
test of all." 

She was led into a room. In that room there was a little 
girl about to get devoured by a big hungry dragon. She stood 
still for a moment until she saw a sword. She went over where 
it was and picked it up. After she had picked it up she walked 
up to the dragon. Just as the dragon was about to bite off her 
head Malissa reached up and stabbed him in the heart. The 
dragon fell dead at her feet. 

"Good work you killed the dragon. You did it so calmly 
that I knew that you were not afraid. You have won this 
house. So this house is now yours.’ 

"Thank you so much!" 

“Since you have won I have to show you something. Just 
follow me." 

So she did. She was led to a flight of stairs heading up. 
When they were at the top of the stairs they walked into a very 
large room. She was taken to a door. 

“Open this door. Behind there will be gold. Get as much 
as you want and take it home to your mom." 

She was about to turn around and say thank you when a 
tall handsome prince appeared in front of her. 

“You have broken the enchantment, and now we must get 
the gold and leave the house as fast as we can." 

So she opened the door and saw so much gold that it never 
ended. Also she found that no matter how much she put in the 
box it never got full or heavy. So she took as much as it would 
last 11 life times. Then she married the prince and ran away 
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from home. She had a long unhappy life however, because she 
had so much money that she became very greedy. 

The warning was that if a certain worthy individual were 
to come and win all that money he or she would be very greedy. 
Her mother knew that her daughter would be the one that 
would get all the money. She just wanted to keep her daughter 
normal. But she did anyway, and now she is the greediest 
person alive. 


FAMILY OR LOVE 
by Arlene Owens 


Today, January 1, 1994 would have been my 18th birthday. 
I didn’t get a birthday party where all your friends and 
relatives come and celebrate with you. I never got to know 
anyone to become friends with them. I never got to meet my 
relatives. Heck, I never got to have a birthday. 

My mom aborted me when she was six weeks pregnant. I 
don’t blame her though. She didn’t want to give me up. She 
loved my dad. 

You're probably wondering why did she do it then. Just 
listen and you'll understand. 

"Kristy! Kristy!" Kristy’s mom yelled loudly. 

“Yes mom?" Kristy answered expectantly. 

“Come and get your breakfast!" her mom said. 

Breakfast was the last thing on Kristy’s mind. She was 
feeling sick this morning just like she had felt every other 
morning for the past two weeks. She knew why she had been 
getting sick. She was pregnant. Deondre, her boyfriend, and 
she had already bought three pregnancy tests within the past 
week and all of them were positive. She was too young to have 
a baby. She was only 16, but she would love this baby. She 
loved Deondre and Deondre loved her. She wanted to keep this 
baby because he and she was a symbol of their love. 
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There was only one problem. Deondre was African- 
American. Her parents were very prejudiced against African- 
Americans. They felt the white race was superior to the black 
race. Kristy’s dad referred to black people as different. How 
was she going to tell her parents she was pregnant by a black 
man? 

When Kristy walked into the kitchen her parents were 
already sitting at the table. 

"Good morning!" she said. 

"What are you going to be doing today?" her mother said 
smiling. 

"Tm just going to spend sometime with my friends." 

"Don’t you get into trouble, Kristy," her dad said. 

"Well, ’m going to leave now. I'll see you two at 
dinner, she said. 

“Aren’t you going to eat?” her mom said. 

"?’m not hungry," she said. 

"Kristy, | haven’t seen you eat anything in the past few 
days. Are you feeling okay?" her mom said. 

"Mom, I feel fine. I’ve been eating." she said. 

Her mom ended up making her stay and eat breakfast. 
She thought she would never get out of the house. It was 9:00 
a.m. She was supposed to meet Deondre an hour ago. 

"Hey, baby, what took ya so long?" Deondre said. 

"I thought my mom would never let me out of da house." 
Kristy said. 

"Did ya tell ’em?" 

"Nope." | 

"How do ya think they'll take it?" 

"Not good. They'll be mad because I’m pregnant, but they'll 
be even madder when they find out the daddy’s black." 

“Why are they like that for?" 

“Stupid, I guess." 

"Baby, don’t disrespect your parents like that." 
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“It is stupid, Deondre!" 

"I know that ya know that, but they don’t." 

“You're a beautiful person. No one is here for me like ya 
are. Ya make me laugh when I’m in the dumps. And the way 
ya take care of your mom and little brothers. I wish my 
parents could see past the color of your skin and see ya for who 
ya are on the inside." 

“Maybe one day they will." 

"I doubt it." 

"Try to be a little more optimistic." 

"Im sorry, I can’t. Look, I gotta go. I’m gonna 
tell them today." 

“Do you want me to come with ya?" 

“No, I think I should do this alone. Love ya.’ 

“Love ya to." 

When Kristy got home her mom was cooking and her dad 
was asleep on the couch. She decided to wait until dinner to 
tell her parents. Now was the time to figure out how she was 
going to tell them. 

Kristy’s mom finished dinner an hour later. Kristy had 
never been so nervous as she was when sitting at the table 
with her parents. 

"Mom, Dad, there’s something I need to tell you." 

"What is it honey?" her mom said. 

"Tm pregnant." 

"Oh, my God, Kristy!" her mom cried out. 

"Who is it Kristy?" her dad said angrily. 

“He loves me, Daddy." 

"Who the heck is it, Kristy?" her dad shouted. 

"Deondre Thomas." 

"That man down the street! You let him touch you?’ 

“We love each other." 

"Love each other. I don’t care if you love him. He’s a 
African-American and no daughter of mine is going to marry 
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one,’ her dad said. 

"Oh, really, Daddy, I don’t think there’s much you can do 
about it Daddy.” 

“Watch me!" her dad shouted. 

“What are you going to do?" 

"The way I see it you have two problems. That thing for a 
boyfriend and you're pregnant with his baby. I’m going to take 
care of one right now!" he argued. 

"You're going after Deondre?" 

"Yes, unless," he said. 

"Unless what?" 

“You agree not to see him and you also have an 
abortion," he said. 

"I can’t do that!" 

“Yes, you can and will," her dad said calmly. 

As she watched her father walk out of the room, she 
realized she had never felt so much hatred for her dad. How 
could he force her to make such a decision? There was no way 
she was going to have an abortion. It stood against everything 
we believed in. Deondre would never forgive her either. Maybe 
Deondre and she could run away together. No, they couldn't. 
Deondre’s family was here. He would never leave them. There 
was one thing certain and that was she needed to talk to 
Deondre. She decided to go to the gym. She knew he would be 
there. 

“Deondre!" Kristy yelled. 

"Yea, baby! What you doing here?" he answered. 

"I need to talk to you." 

“What is it?" 

"I told them." | 

Kristy immediately started crying. She couldn’t fight back 
the tears. Deondre took her into his arms. 

“What did they say?" 

"He said if I have an abortion and never see you again, he 


D4 


wouldn’t bother you." 

“There is no way he’s going to scare me away from you. I 
love ya and that baby." 

“What are we going to do, Deondre?" 

"T don’t know, baby." 

Kristy couldn’t face her parents when she got home, so she 
went directly to bed. 

The next morning Kristy sensed something was very 
wrong. She couldn’t figure out what it was. After she dressed, 
Kristy went downstairs. She was overwhelmed with fear when 
she saw her dad talking to a couple of police officers. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“We're just questioning your father,’ a police officer 
responded. 

“Questioning him for what?" 

“Deondre Thomas was beat up pretty badly last night. He 
claims your father did it," the police officer said. 

Kristy felt nauseated. Everything seemed to be spinning 
around her. Then everything went black. When Kristy awoke 
she was laying on the couch. The two officers were standing 
over her. 

"Is Deondre okay?" 

"He’s fine," the officer said calmly. 

"I need to get to the hospital." 

"Well, your father has been taken downtown and your 
mom went too. We'll take you," the officer said comfortingly. 

“Thank you." 

The hospital seemed so cold. It smelled like 
disinfectant. Deondre hated hospitals. He said they made him 
feel nervous. 

“Deondre?" 

“Hey, baby.” he said groggily. 

"I’m sorry, I actually didn’t think he would hurt you." 

"Hey, I got some good punches in. Look, I’m fine. Your 
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Deondre. She knew she had to do it. 

After it was over Kristy knew she could never look in the 
mirror at herself again. She felt empty inside. She had just 
killed her baby. She knew God and her baby hated her. She 
didn’t blame them. What kind of person was she? She just 
wanted to lock herself in her room forever. 

As Kristy walked out of the clinic she saw Deondre leaning 
against her car. 

“Why did you do it?” Deondre cried. 

"He was going to kill you!” 

"So you killed our baby! Come on Kristy! I would rather 
me die than my baby!" Deondre cried. 

“Look at it this way, Deondre. You're alive and our baby 
is in Heaven." 

“Do you call this living! The woman I love just killed our 
baby because she didn’t want to see me hurt!" Deondre yelled. 

“I’m sorry!" 

‘Sorry isn’t good enough!" Deondre walked off. 

My mom committed suicide a week later. She felt like my 
dad hated her and neither dad nor me would forgive her. 

I don’t hate my mom. I know she loved me and didn’t want 
to give me up. 

Mommy, God hates no one. 
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The following poems were written by Stephen Meredith. 
AS I FALL 


I’m unable to convey the sincerity from my heart, 

And all optimism has left me again, 

There is a reason to start, 

I do see a future reason to exist, 

Maybe I'll be granted another chance, 

Or am I on the list? 

I see a grim reminder of my own expanse, 

There is no logical explanation for the madness, 

As my soul feels the rage, 

No one comprehends my sadness, 

Now I’m standing alone, 

Because I made a tragic mistake, 

I see it virtually impossible to live on my own, 

I’m never sure when I’m going to die, 

I know sunbeams are not made like me, 

And I hope your expectations are not of me to cry, 
Countless apologies are what I'll give, 

I don’t see her giving me the benefit of a doubt, 

Together isn’t how we’re meant to live, 

But we're both living without, 

Our differences may never be resolved, 

It’s like a fight where the warrior chooses not to be involved, 
Youll never know what you have until it’s gone, 

The deception of reality turns my stomach, 

I could be a victim of grace, 

My goodwill harms more than it helps, 

And it took excruciating misery to slap the smile off my face, 
I can’t identify with the inexplicable elements of creation, 
[’ll just ponder the mindlessness of our separation, 

There is sufficient evidence that I was wrong, 


O8 


There must be someone underneath the sun, 

Someone to make my heart strong, 

My nativity may have been a waste, 

The formulated insignificance of my iniquities had me fooled, 

I won’t have the capacity to obtain her anymore, 

Even though words could never describe the beauty of our 
relationship before, 

Forgiveness is something I’ll never seek, 

Because it’s to her I don’t ever deserve to speak, 

I’m sorry for the pain she went through because of me, 

I'll probably fade completely out of her mind, 

And any thoughts of me will be left far behind, 

This could be a permanent breakdown of communication, 

Would the right person save me before I fall? 

I wish we could pick up where we left off, 

Even though my thinking helped me come around, 

It’s probably too late, 

Because I’m now her enemy, 

And her object of hate, 

Someone else will eventually hold her hand, 

There is one thing you all must understand, 

I will try again because of my memory. 


A DENIAL 


I think it’s strange that you never knew, 

There was so much sincerity that you never saw, 
Why can’t you admit your own fault? 

I’ve admitted mine, 

And you won't accept that, 

Most people won’t admit there mistakes, 
Especially guys, 

The penetrating guilt has severed my soul, 

My day is done, 
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But I’m still having fun, 

The darkness that surrounds me is blinding, 

I must be a phantom, 

Or something that others can’t believe, 

Is there a way to beautify my soul? 

I must not be able to do anything right, 

Because nothing I do ever satisfies anyone, 

It is better to burn out, 

Rather than to fade away, 

If you despise me, 

A formulated disguise is all you will see, 

This is a creation of your own imagination, 

Maybe a certain someone is saying something by granting me 
their utmost respect, 

I should have died when I was born, 

There isn’t anyone to shelter me from the coldness, 

There isn’t any complaints within me, 

Because my only complaint is my lack of complaints, 

The days are growing dull and sad, 

But I could still be just happy, 

If there is a tomorrow for me, 

I can’t find it at the moment, 

I’m struggling to gather the strength to survive, 

What I’m no longer seeking is vital to my existence, 

I need a little assistance, 

Because I’m aware of the world’s resistance, 

My life needs a decent friend, 

And some time to waste, 

My introduction to happiness was rather shy, 

If some think a lot of me, 

Why do they question me when I tell them that they are all I 
need? 

My grief is something I can’t explain, 

And I really don’t want to, 
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It would be nice to move on, 

But that is wishful thinking, 

I’ve seen how they operate, 

You can fool me so many times, 

But there will be a point of which it will cease, 
The liars will all fall, 

And vengeance will be mine, 

Because the dirty words aren’t written, 

Don’t think my enemies won’t hear them. 


BLAZING DESIRE 


I found it hard to understand, 

The reasons are not known to me at this time, 

You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, 

And you wouldn’t give me a chance, 

You might put me down before I’m completely out, 

But I expect that, 

Don’t ever give your sympathy, 

And don’t stumble upon your memory, 

Spring is here again, 

And love may be in the air, 

But she is unaware, 

Maybe she is, 

But she isn’t showing it, 

Perhaps this is a bad assumption on my behalf, 

But how am I supposed to know? 

I never will unless I try, 

I wouldn’t make the effort if I didn’t think there wasn’t 
chance, 

If I’m to return to the tender age, 

Some things must change, 

You still shouldn’t expect me to lie, 

About the reasons I have to die, 
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I must keep my mouth shut, 

So don’t expect me to talk, 

I will prove that I’m a man, 

I can win her all by myself, 

I realize that I only need my own help, 

The truth will come out in time, 

But you don’t have a clue, 

How low do you think I am? 

Or how high do you think she is? 

You obviously don’t know either of us, 

Everyone makes mistakes, 

Some worse than others, 

It’s all in your head, 

You'll laugh if you had a name to go along with what I just 
said, 

We are all human beings, 

I can do nothing but hope, 

Hope that it isn’t too late, 

I’m still not chasing her, 

I will take what comes my way, 

She is just a thought, 

A thought that isn’t worth ignoring, 

My work is cut out for me, 

Or is it? 

As long as I’m myself, 

I’ve got nothing to lose, 

Only everything to gain, 

There isn’t any reason for me to feel bad, 

I’m doing more than you ever could, 

Is jealousy your motivation? 

Think about it. 
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DON’T BETRAY ME 


I definitely need your answer, 

It’s easy to see that you're not a dancer, 

If you want to keep my trust, 

Don’t turn your back when times are tough, 
We both are very different, 

I am selfless, 

And you are selfish, 

If you think you will turn your back on me, 
I just might spoil your dream, 

I will always make mistakes, 

But I am experiencing the dawning of my new day, 
They have all spit in my face, 

But my persistence will prevail, 

Speaking of the losers in life, 

You must know better, 

All I’ve tried to do for you, — 

I won't have you blaming me for your fall, 
If we fall, 

We will fall together, 

But it is together we can rise again, 

I can do it all by myself, 

There were hearts left broken, 

Names are unknown to me, 

They protested their own freedom, 

But didn’t bother to question it, 

Self expression is the essence of the world’s rotation, 
And the conspiracies are unraveled in time, 
Or never at all, 

Is life more than a trial? 

Or do you wish to ponder that question? 

As she said her last words to my face, 

It was the same as slapping it, 
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I scraped myself up from what I thought to be my place 


dying, 
Only to find that Life wanted to kill me, 
As Misery punched my teeth down my throat, 
Anxiety aggravated my chronic stomach condition, 
You don’t care about the suffering I’ve endured, 
But you think the world should stop for you, 
You are completely wrong, 
And maybe I don’t care anymore, 
J admit none of your guilt, 
And I won’t receive your individual shame, 
The world is black and cold, 
I think your soul is about to be sold, 
You won't be able to restrain my wrath, 
Revenge will be sweet for me, 
As the sweat pours down your face, 
Youll see your fault, 
Even if you won't have a cause to, 
You can try to use me again, 
But it will never work, 
And I will move on to bigger and better things. 


EMPTY HATRED 


All of my dues will never be fully paid, 

If I do end up in hell, 

Don’t mourn my loss, 

Hatred never manifested itself in my soul, 
Nor did arrogance, 
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But there are things annihilating me that are not in my 


control, 
One girl had me crying, 
The next had me dying, 
But there isn’t one now, 


64 


I’m not seeking out a special friend, 

Since they say good things come to those who wait, 

I'll keep waiting, 

Maybe I'll grow impatient, 

But does that really matter? 

Instead of looking for what I need most, 

I'll let it find me, 

Maybe this poem shows I’m losing my mind, 

But I could have lost it long ago, 

If I only had a gun, 

Would I still be under the sun? 

As we have a hangover, 

Serenity turns to dysphoria, 

There isn’t inspiration, 

Absolutely no motivation, 

And I hate my critics, 

But no one won't tell me what I can’t do, 

You imbecilic idiots don’t understand what I’ve went through, 

There isn’t a battle in this world that I cannot ultimately win, 

I'll welcome you as you are, 

Even if I must prove your doubts to be false, 

You can come along anyway, 

Arrogance isn’t sprinkling from my words, 

If ’m wrong, 

I'll suffer the consequences, 

If ’'m right, 

You'll live with it, 

If I’m judged at this time, 

Jesus wouldn’t spare me, 

Even if I have struggles within myself, 

There isn’t anyone on this earth who will permanently put me 
on the shelf, 

You are in store for a big surprise, 

I will no longer bear this cheap disguise, 
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Even if you see the rage from my heart, 

You won’t miss the sincerity this time around, 

I’ve learned from my previous mistakes, 

Even if ’'m dull and jaded, 

I will make one last attempt to salvage a bit of happiness, 
Jealousy has provoked their actions before, 

But they won’t bother me anymore, 

Try to understand my point of view, 

Because I’m hear to stay. 


LONER 


I was never a loner by choice, 

Maybe that justifies the fact that no emotion sprinkles from my 
voice, 

My identity has never been completely understood, 

No one really understands that my intentions are only good, 

There is no denial that I make mistakes, 

But my message will be conveyed no matter what it takes, 

I have been wrong many times before, 

And I will be wrong many times again, 

But believe me when I say it, 

Living is a battle that I just can’t win, 

There is overwhelming love from my heart, 

But they all wish to judge me by looking at my past, 

If | had things to do over again, 

I’m positively sure that I would have done them differently, 

So much for my despair, 

My life must continue for now, 

If I chose to die, 

It wouldn’t be for myself, 

I’m not trying to be like Jesus Christ, 

But it is really selflessness that I’m feeling, 

I’ve always felt this way, 
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God knows I don’t want your sympathy, 

I would like us both to forgive and forget, 

There are too many inhumanities existing in the world today, 
That is the reasoning behind the actions I’m taking, 

My true identity can shine through this miserable apparition, 
But there must be an inspiring companion beside me, 

One who will not abandon me when times get tough, 

And one who isn’t ready to say they have seen enough, 

I see no one to fill this void, 

That is the reason my life has been spiraling out of control, 
Why must things be like this? 

My honesty seems to drag my integrity into the ground, 

But my integrity will not be compromised to fulfill my desire, 
I should try to make the most of things, 

But I’m not sure if it is worth anything, 

If someone would be willing to help, 

The confusion could be tossed aside in time, 

I helplessly try to live day by day, 

But things can’t go on this way, 

If I must force myself upon others, 

Then let it be done, 

There are so many positive things within me, 

But I will admit that they are so hard for me to even see, 
Much less others who may or may not be looking for them, 
How could one human being destroy another? 

Universal harmony is what we lack, 

It isn’t too late for me to be saved, 

Although I am growing more doubtful, 

I still see a ray of hope, 

And that is the reason that this poem cannot go on. 


WHO CARES? 
A young man is contemplating suicide, 
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He has missed many opportunities, 

They are all gone forever, 

They have all vanished into thin air, 

Nothingness surrounds his empty life, 

He knows that his soul is cheap, 

His hurt emotions are beyond the point of devastation, 

He knows not what it means to be loved, 

The deception by the one he loved most has ruined him, 

Maybe he has many more things to give, 

Words could never describe the brutal emotional assault he has 
sustained, 

How much more can he endure? 

This could be the beginning of his life, 

No one cares about the letters and poems he writes, 

They think he only wants a companion in life, 

That would only begin to solve his problems, 

Because there are so many other things he needs, 

They don’t understand the message he is trying to convey, 

He was never a loner by choice, 

Arrogance was never truly manifested within him, 

All he asked for was a chance, 

A chance to prove the truth, 

He stands as the unforgiven, 

They cannot let his past go, 

He has been cruelly ostracized by those he tried to love, 

He doesn’t know why he is so jaded, 

A special friend is what he lacks, 

Is it all his fault? 

Or is it their stupidity? 

It isn’t like he has committed an iniquity, 

But he knew his life was a waste since his nativity, 

Those who hate him deceive others into doing the same, 

His depressing way of living is only a cry for help, 

He has no desire to receive sympathy, 
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He would be happy if he had a reason to be, 

He cannot erase the scars and memories of his suffering, 
Why Can’t he live? 

And would a special person tell him where he is going wrong? 
No counselor has the answer to his misery, 

And he can’t understand how human beings could be so cruel 
to one another, 

He can make mistakes like anyone else can, 

His pain can be easily removed, 

But it will never happen instantly, 

He must be sure that he will not be hurt the same way again, 
If others want his identity to shine, 

They should never give up on him, 

His life isn’t as bad as it seems, 

He just doesn’t know how to obtain his dreams, 

He doesn’t want to live or die at the moment, 

There must be someone who will believe in him. 


LOCKED WITHIN 


I shouldn’t keep my feelings locked within, 

But I must obtain what I’m seeking to win, 

If my soul isn’t cheap, 

My feelings wouldn’t be running this deep, 

There is only one way to erase the pain, 

And there isn’t much more my delicate soul can sustain, 
I must show one person that I really care, 

But the things I’ve done long ago still give her a scare, 
I can’t remove the scars of my past, 

Because it is like a hangover that will always last, 

My heart is definitely broke, 

My heart is definitely broke, 

Is my life nothing more than a joke? 

There are many things I want to give, 
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But ’'m not sure if my suffering will let me live, 
I tried to keep my sadness confined, 

That is why my true beauty never shined, 

I can no longer bear the pain of being alone, 

I simply cannot change on my own, 

I let my bolt of lightning go, 

But that isn’t the reason I’m so low, 

Even though I hate myself, 

I haven’t put my ability to love others upon a shelf, 
Helping my beauty shine through will be tough, 
But haven’t I suffered enough? 

No one wants to hear what I have to say, 

And I don’t know how to push this agony away, 
A dark cloud is hanging over me, 

But the pain inside is hard for others to see, 
Being ostracized was never my choice, 

Writing of the pain in my heart is my only voice, 
No one knows exactly what I’m contemplating, 
And my anguish isn’t worth illustrating, 

How can I tell this person what I must? 

And will I ever be someone she can trust? 

I don’t understand how I’ve become so jaded, 
Why is my image so faded? 

She may understand in time, 

This line will have no words that rhyme, 

Is time truly on my side? 

Or will I be the only victim of my own genocide, 
I’ve never opened myself like this before, 

I do know that I’m not important to anyone anymore, 
I’m hopeful that I will still have my chance, 

I want no relationship to come fast, 

If I’m overwhelmed, nothing will last, 

I’m speaking for all of our defense, 

And I hope you will see that this poem makes sense, 
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I need this person very much, 

It’s her heart that I want to touch, 

If good things come to those who wait, 
I can maybe change my undecided fate. 


LIVING AGAIN 


Understanding the complexities of life is hard, 
When your heart is already scarred, 

I have a fear of telling you what is true, 

But that doesn’t justify what I’m going through, 
I see no prejudice in your soul, 

And my feelings are not in my control, 

Even if I were gone, 

Happiness would be easy for you to find, 

My life will continue to rage on, 

Despite the cruelties of mankind, 

I don’t want you to feel sorry for me, 

Even if I’m someone you ignore, 

Why can’t you let me be? 

If your intentions are to make my heart sore, 

I didn’t expect you to notice a sudden change, 
But being accepted is overwhelmingly strange, 

I saw their vulgar display of greed, 

My suffering was fulfilling their need, 

If you seek to test my sincerity, 

You could easily experience some of my pain, 
I’m trying with the best of my ability not to let you down, 
And there is one thing I need you to understand, 
I'll always make mistakes, 

Because I’m nothing more than a man, 

I must do whatever it takes, 

And my identity will be disclosed in time, 

I have gifts that I must learn to utilize, 
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I want to be someone you will not ultimately deny, 
I’ve been refilled with life once again, 

I’m not able to promise you perfection, 

But if you do not abandon me, 

We can sustain a lasting friendship, 

Although I lack inspiration, 

It is something I’m sure to find, 

Even if sunbeams are not made like I am, 

There will be a way for me to conquer my anguish, 
There is no excuse for my past, 

Even if it was to protect those like yourself, 

I don’t have the liberty to tell you everything at the moment, 
The choice is strictly yours, 

My only defense is no defense at all, 

My enemies can go as they were, 

My enemies are simply stating their denial, 

A companion is all I need, 

This isn’t an assumption, 

Because it was the same as it was before, 

When my true integrity completely shines through, 
You will meet the person I always knew, 

I see you fitting into my life as a friend, 

I hope you won't violate my trust, 

You've seen the sincerity in the things I write, 
And I’ve now annihilated most of the reasons I have to die. 


NOTHINGNESS 


I once knew of a time when miracles didn’t cease, 
I constantly found myself embraced by peace, 
Illusions are all that were in my mind, 

The phony happiness is far behind, 

Nothingness fills me now, 

I’ve felt all of the happiness that Jesus will allow, 
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I don’t have everything I need, 

And I don’t know what it means, 

To live like a normal teen, 

I’m sick of writing of my pain, 

Because it seems that there isn’t anything for me to gain, 
There isn’t anything for my broken heart to cradle, 
I don’t see myself to be better than anyone else, 
Although I am very different from many, 

The many have turned to few, 

And I can’t find a way to win the sweetest person I ever knew, 
I don’t know, 

Maybe I shouldn’t write about this pain, 

But I don’t want to pretend, 

I’m not like them, 

Is there anyone else feeling the same? 

The scars may never heal, 

If I had someone to love, 

Someone who would care for me, 

Why did I have to lose it all? 

It all seems so wrong, 

Yet it is reality, 

And it is sad, 

I won't allow your sympathy, 

So don't give it to me, 

If I could shoot my gun, 

It would all begin again, 

There must be better things to write about, 

But they are unknown to me at this time, 

She doesn’t want me standing in her light, 

I don’t think she even cares, 

Who does? 

It is too late to turn back, 

But I can’t continue like this, 

My emotions must mend, 
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There is a special message that I’m trying to send, 
What am I trying to say, 

I’m unable to admit, 

Admit what I want to admit, 

It is for my future, 

A future that is uncertain, 

You can say what you will, 

I need time to be quiet in myself, 
I must analyze what is to come, 
And not worry about it, 

It isn’t in my control, 

What is meant to be is. 


BIZARRE UNDERSTATEMENT 


Words couldn’t measure the extreme intimidation, 

When the normal meets the bizarre, 

And it’s combined within one soul, 

Agony may never cease, 

Penetration of this deadly combination was thought to have 
happened, 

But it didn’t, 

It seems as if it may again, 

But there is tremendous skepticism, 

My soul isn’t portrayed as it truly is, 

Or maybe it isn’t interpreted accurately by others, 

Some may never distinguish the sincerity confined within me, 

From the false images they claim to see, 

Maybe they don’t want to see reality, 

Or maybe they don’t wish to help cultivate it, 

Something could be occurring again, 

But how am I to know? 

I sometimes find it hard, 

And it’s sometimes hard to see, 
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My exact purpose for living, 

It’s there because I want it to be, 

I’m scared because I have to be, 

I know my past is hovering over me, 

Just waiting to destroy any happiness I obtain, 
Something’s in the way, 

Underneath this rough personality, 

You can find what you're looking for, 

But only if you seek it, 

It will never find you, 

There must be courage within you, 

Toss your fears aside, 

There isn’t anything for you to lose, 

If misery should push itself upon us, 

You shouldn’t abandon me, 

If | must touch feelings, 

I could lose my soul, 

When all of creation is no more, 

My existence would have already finished, 
A denial for me could be all you are, 

But ’m not sure of that, 

I’m not sure of anything anymore, 

It’s hard to tell, 

Life is nothing more than a gamble, 

Does anyone wish to live forever? 

I no longer know what I’m searching for, 
When the things I’ve sought out have made me dull, 
Is death creeping toward me? 

Or is it happiness? 

I’m growing more frustrated as each day passes, 
But some hope remains, 


Let my happiness come, 
Or let my life be done. 
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RETURN OF INSPIRATION 


I’m finding peace within myself once again, 

Maybe I’m not as bad as I seemed, 

She is all I could ever want or need, 

I see something in her that I see in no other, 

Despite the fact that I desperately need her, 

Why do I feel so unworthy? 

I draw my inspiration from her, 

She will hopefully not have to be replaced, 

Because she puts a smile on my face, 

Just because of her, 

I want to live, 

There isn’t anything I want to salvage for myself, 

My selfishness is giving to one other, 

She is that one, 

She is the sweetest girl I’ve ever known, 

Even if I’m overwhelmingly sad, 

She makes me genuinely happy, 

Words couldn’t describe the beauty I see in her soul, 

I have felt this before, 

But not like this, 

It becomes more intense with each effort, 

And there isn’t anything I can do about the ones that slipped 
away, 

Do I deserve to be loved? 

A good thing came to me, 

Simply because I waited, 

The past of our future can be predicted, 

And the answer to our togetherness lies in time, 

Maybe I wasn’t sure at first, 

But if I had to choose again, 

I would choose her, 

Because she has made me see the light of my very existence, 


16 


I was about to die at any given moment, 

I must prove to her that she is everything to me, 

I hope she can understand how deeply I care for her, 

The birth of this relationship has been unraveling for a long 
time, 

But nothing happened suddenly, 

I can do nothing to change what will be, 

I’m thankful for this opportunity, 

Opportunity to show my true character, 

Maybe I can finally enjoy living, 

Because I have someone to live for, 

Living for another is the only way I can live for myself, 

If I’m not able to die for another, 

I will die for myself, 

She is the only one I want to live for, 

And the only one I want to die for, 

She is definitely unique, 

And she is the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen, 

Despite others denying me in this world, 

You must understand that I love my girl. 


FROM MY HEART 


As our relationship blooms, 

You'll find me in a changing capacity, 
My gifts will finally be used, 

Because I’m finding myself to be happy, 
I love you so much, 

It wouldn’t be true if it wasn’t, 

But it 1s, 

And I can’t help the way I feel, 

As some display their jealousy, 

We are building our trust, 

It would amuse them if we separated, 


T7 


But they'll meet my rage, 

There is mass aggression that I must shed from myself, 
And they should feel it, 

If they prove to be something in our way, 
Today is the beginning of tomorrow, 
Because you've washed away my sorrow, 
I know of no way to repay you, 

But I’m doing my best, 

If we believe in each other, 

We'll find the way, 

I don’t have the words to speak my feelings, 
Because words couldn’t measure their sincerity, 
I’ve made peace with my fury, 

And it is now very dreary, 

You are everything to me, 

They can talk about us if they must, 

But do we care? 

We need one another, 

Since it is up to me, 

There is no other, 

You've touched my soul, 

Others say they did, 

But they failed, 

I think you will succeed, 

Because you're all I need, 

When I look into your eyes, 

I’m overwhelmed with joy, 

Do I deserve this? 

Or do you deserve to fall to my level? 

I may not be that bad, 

But you must prove that to me, 

If our love shatters, 

I will have nothing that matters, 

But I must not think of that, 
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Because being with you makes me feel flattered, 
I can’t think, hear, or see straight, 

Because I’m so in love with you, 

If we are to be together forever, 

Time must go by, 

Even though I could write forever, 

I must go as well. 


ROUGH EDGES 


Living isn’t easy, 

When others want to seal my fate, 

It’s okay with me, 

Because I have someone to believe in, 

The results of my actions aren’t always perfect, 
But there is something that won't let me give in, 
I’m not seeking admiration, 

Despite what some think, 

Assume what you will, 

But I know the truth, 

I wouldn't hesitate to kill, 

Because that is the way I am, 

My intentions are not bad, 

But my life story is rather sad, 

I’m not feeling sorry for myself, 

I’m just providing a description of my actions, 

I don’t have to give this illustration, 

But it’s an obligation to myself, 

I don’t need excuses to fulfill my needs, 

On the inside of my soul, 

You will find the character, 

The character that I would like you to see, 

But there is tremendous pain I must put behind me, 
I couldn’t undertake this on my own, 
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Jesus must know this, 

Because I’m no longer alone, 

If anyone wishes to intervene in my relationship, 
They will feel my rage, 

I'll make no apologies, 

For the misery my wrath will breed, 

Suicide obviously would have been a bad choice, 
But a man can only take so much, 

The body chemistry of everyone is unique, 

None of us are the same, 

This should be easy to logically explain, 

But it isn't, 

If it only were, 

Everyone would understand the reasons for suicide, 
There isn’t a reason for homicide, 

Other than self defense, 

For the subject of suicide, 

I’ve said enough, 

My capacity will not be measured by their ignorance, 
They cannot comprehend simple greatness, 

Don’t write me off as arrogant, 

Because there are more struggles I must overcome, 
When all battles are done, 

I'll still be having fun, 

I can still pretend, 

Pretend to be happy, 

Or will my happiness be genuine? 

The phony rough edges of my personality will fall. 


SELFLESS 
What happened to me makes no difference, 


My fundamental principles were put into question, 
This occurred time after time, 
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Uncovering the distortions of others isn’t easy, 

But I need my own influences, 

My guilt for my mistakes overwhelms me, 

Until I reach the point of repentance, 

I only seek to understand others, 

Then my identity must be understood, 

The lars will always be there, 

They'll never leave, 

They're always in the way, 

But sincerity will prevail, 

Our society breeds zombies, 

And only so few of us break through the barrier, 

The passion to express ourselves burns deep within us, 
We don’t always have the answers to the problems of the world, 
But our solutions are worth our efforts, 

Others tend to appreciate nothing, 

It’s wrong of them, 

But we are all given their reputation, 

So is it worth it? 

I’m not whining about rejection, 

It happens all the time, 

Life may be too short to dwell on the negative, 

And there is no point in resurrecting previous mistakes, 
Mistakes are the elements of wisdom, 

Since none of us experience perfection, 

Hatred isn’t my motivation, 

We all must find a point of serenity within ourselves, 
But when the serenity breaks, 

It isn’t okay, 

We then find an instant point of devastation within ourselves, 
This devastation may never heal, 

I don’t know the answer to that question, 

It is an amazing mystery, 

I’m still searching for that answer, 
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Anyhow, I'll live on, 

I'll attempt to beautify creation, 

Because it could be collapsing, 

Our only demon is fear, 

I’ve found what I’ve been seeking, 

A companion is at my side, 

I can show my character through her, 
And I'll find happiness at the same time, 
Although there is a degree of skepticism, 
I’m hopeful it will last, 

I can find my admiration, 

As well as my anonymity, 

Although it isn’t vital, 

So my journey through life continues, 
And I continue to search for my final destination. 


KIND AND GENTLE 


Words could never say how sweet she is, 
She is a vital piece of my life, 

I wouldn’t want to lose her, 

What would I do if that occurred? 

I want to know her more, 

She seems so kind and gentle, 

Because she is, 

When I stare into the sky, 

I see her face, 

I see the support she is giving me, 

I can’t explain the pain within me anymore, 
But I don’t have to, 

Because of her, 

There is no other that I prefer, 

When I’m underneath the trees, 

I feel her presence within me, 
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I love her so, 

Maybe I’m crazy about her, 

Only I know, 

You can judge for yourself, 

But I won't tell you if you're right or wrong, 
It’s been awhile, 

There was one before, 

Perhaps there were several before her, 
But my girl is more special to me than any of them, 
It took time to win her over, 

But I’m glad I didn’t give up, 

Like I was about to, 

She is so beautiful to me, 

She is the only one I want to see, 

I can’t wait for time to pass, 

We will be closer, 

And closer, 

This is not a hangover, 

I hope we are meant to be, 

Because I want her to stay with me, 
The world will make no difference to me, 
Because we will be together, 

I lost my gun, 

It’s under the sun, 

But I don’t care about it, 

Because | care about her, 

And I care about our love, 

It is true, 

It will be true until the end, 

If we don’t pretend, 

Will she understand my love for her? 
She is so special to me, 

I must not get hurt again, 

She is everything to me, 
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And more, 
She is permanently in my heart. 


FARTHER AWAY 


I know I’m just a creep, 

Causing you much despair, 

My feelings for you are too deep, 

And youre always there, 

I’m losing contact with reality, 

It becomes worse with each day, 

I promised you it would be better, 

But like everything else, 

I’ve failed, 

Do you really feel that you can change me? 
And bring me out of my grief, 

I have faith in you, 

But none in myself, 

Every time we are apart, 

The raining always starts, 

If we could only be together, 

Together more than we are, 

It wouldn’t be like this, 

I miss you most when you are distant, 
But I miss you much when you are near, 
My imagination holds me captive, 

There isn’t an escape for me, 

My emotions brutally abuse me, 

And I don’t know why, 

I wouldn’t ever want to lose you, 
Because you are true, 

You are my only shield against the world, 
And the pain it brings, 

And many other things, 
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As nothingness lingers around my void soul, 
I’m thinking about you, 

The renegades and dissidents gather, 
Some in masses, 

And some standing on their own, 

I stand on my own, 

With you supporting me, 

Not always in agreement, 

But nevertheless, 

We function as one, 

I don’t hate the sunbeams, 

Because you are one, 

Everyone is, 

Except me, 

Because Jesus wants it that way, 

As time decays throughout eternity, 
So many wonderful things could be occurring, 
It never ceases to disappoint me, 

My wishes are seldom granted, 
When they are, 

Theyre never perfect, 

But neither am I, 

So I rest my case. . 


MINDLESS 


It’s a shame, 

Their suffering is unspeakable, 

If someone said they were neglected, 
The words would be an understatement, 
It wasn’t what they elected, 

But how could they decide? 

Their innocence convicts them, 

In the eyes of their abusers, 
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Some of which are drug users, 

No one can help them, 

Unless they are noticed, 

But that doesn’t always happen, 

So they wait, 

Facing an uncertain fate, 

None of us can understand, 

Why would anyone want to hurt them? 
When I see them, 

I feel the rage, 

I want to write the unwritten historic page, 
I don’t have a clue, 

Although my good intentions are true, 
The same can be said for others, 

They may be your sisters and brothers, 
It’s hard to say, 

While the minds of the victims are left in a state of disarray, 
It isn’t me, | 

It’s hard to see, 

What can we do? 

Can time continue to sustain this? 

They have no form of protection, 

They are obviously victims of rejection, 
But that doesn’t excuse their suffering, 
Because it is wrong, 

Especially when they are not strong, 
There should be an optimistic approach, 
But my anger prevents me from seeing it, 
I would if I only could, 

But I can’t, 

So I won't, 

Their abusers discriminate against them, 
They can distribute their abuse, 

But they can’t take it, 
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Maybe they already did, 

But this doesn’t justify their actions, 
And that is the reason, 

The reason they discriminate, 

I hate them all, 

They deserve to die, 

And burn in hell, 

And whatever happens afterward, 
Their victims will be free, 

And be at peace with themselves. 


’M SINKING 


I'll never get any lower, 

But I’m still sinking, 

The dark cloud around me is falling, 
Could I have more than one reason? 

Or is it the change of season? 

Although I don’t have the right, 

There are many things I write, 

You say my poems are morbid, 

But I disagree, 

They simply illustrate the pain that dwelled within me, 
I’m not sure why the pain was there, 

But when you cast that kind of judgment, 
It shows that you don’t care, 

I'll express my feelings until I die, 

I don’t know when that will occur, 

I really don’t care, 

I have reasons to live, 

And if I’m lucky, 

I'll have things to give, 

I’m not sure if you could label me as humble, 
But you can’t label me as arrogant, 
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You can call me what you like, 

Maybe I’m a falling star, 

Maybe my words have gone too far, 

You only want to torment me, 

I’m only looking for a way to set myself free, 

I’ve regained the passion to live, 

I’ve also regained the desire to live, 

I’m actually gaining it, 

It was only there because I was told it should be, 
But there was nothing that satisfied me, 
Everyone is always looking at me, 

I must retain the only sanctuary I have, 

My offspring must not be like me, 

There is one angel in my life, 

But she may not know how severe my need is for her, 
She is gradually putting my severed soul together, 
And making it worthy of existence, 

Writing poems is the only way I can create my image of things, 
There are too many inhumanities, 

There is too much torture, 

Why can’t people live? 

So many officials are responsible for genocide, 
God should authorize their annihilation, 

If Jesus Christ can play guitar, 

My troubles will disappear, 

No one said he couldn't, 

Maybe that is my point, 

As we slay ourselves, 

We should remember nothing, 

There is still hope, 

To shed light upon our darkness. 
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GRADUAL PROGRESSION 


There must be some thing to say, 

How dare you deny our efforts? 

It isn’t what we expected, 

But it is much better than nothing, 

We have adequately given our support, 
But you are concerned with your gain, 
The war isn’t over, 

But you proclaim our defeat, 

Your betrayal is a denial, 

And it will cost you dearly, 

Your pills and syringes get you high, 
And you never ask for the reasons why, 
You are about to die, 

But your stupidity will not allow you to see that, 
But my existence is in question as well, 
Because it just is, 

My reasons aren’t the same as yours, 
But no one knows what the future holds, 
I don’t even know that, 

But I’m not giving up, 

At least for awhile, 

Gradual progress is being made, 

So I can’t complain, 

My heart has been punctured before, 
But I’m learning to distinguish the consequences, 
I hate failure, 

And I could be failure, 

Worthless could be another word to describe this, 
But who knows? 

Who really cares? 

I certainly don’t, 

If I did surrender, 
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It may be justified, 

There is no wrong way to write a poem 
So this one will continue until the end of it, 
As you inhale your glue, 

And experience a hangover, 

You might understand the truth, 

But only if you want to, 

Life is what you make it to be, 

If death is what you make life to be, 
Rest in peace, 

I’m not assured of anything, 

Or skepticism wouldn’t fill me, 

If the expanse of your mind decreases, 
You can change your sealed fate, 

I can’t understand people like you, 


You can’t comprehend what we are going through, 


Just because of you, 

You do what you want, 

You'll always be someone to confront, 
And eternity will never cease. 
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JOHNNY’S LAST CHANCE 
by James Sparrow 


There was a boy named Johnny Thompson that grew up 
without his parents. Johnny’s dad was a alcoholic and a drug 
abuser that often beat him and his Mom. Dad would whip or 
sometime punch Johnny for little stuff like not putting his shirt 
in the hamper. Johnny’s dad was very strong enabling him to 
fight back. Johnny loved his mom because she tried to stop her 
husband from beating her son but that is usually when she got 
it too. 

The abuse went on for years and years. On Johnny's 
eleventh birthday his dad whipped him for no reason at all so 
hard that it cut his legs so bad that blood was running down 
his legs. The only thing that Johnny could do was to turn and 
limp away in pain because he would get beaten again for telling 
his mom. If Johnny told his mom then Johnny caused his mom 
to get whipped too, so he just bit his tongue and walked away 
from his dad. 

On the night of Johnny’s eleventh birthday still in pain he 
sneaked out of his window and ran away from home. Johnny 
lived in San Francisco before he ran away. He hitchhiked, hid 
in people’s cars and walked all the way to Los Angeles. He did 
not have any money so he was forced to steal in order to 
survive. Johnny met a gang named the Deadly Demons and 
they ask him if he wanted to join their gang. Johnny accepted 
their offer and joined because he could get some money from 
robbing people or stores and from selling drugs. The gang used 
drugs and they beat people up just for walking down the wrong 
street. 

The boy kept on selling and using drugs until he was 16 
years old. Then one day he said to himself "If I keep this up 
then I will turn out just like my father." All of a sudden he 
wanted out really quick so that is what he did. He went to 


91 


turn himself in to clear his name. He was surprised when he 
only got two years in the state penitentiary. He was good and 
didn’t cause any trouble so he got out on parole. Johnny only 
served one year so he was 17 years old. He told the police 
about his father and what he had done to him and his mother. 
"His name is Tom Thompson," Johnny said to them," and he 
lives in San Francisco." They found his dad’s file and told him 
that his dad was convicted for first degree murder on his wife, 
and was sentenced to ten years in jail but he’s out on probation 
now. 
Johnny had a lot of money from selling drugs in the gang 
so he bought a plane ticket and flew home. When he arrived at 
the airport he caught a cab to his house. There his dad was, on 
the porch and he notices right away and his dad notices him. 
Johnny asked, "Why did you do it?" 

His dad knew what he was talking about. His eyes filled 
with water as he began to cry and said, "I didn’t do it." 

Johnny began to cry then said "Then who did?" 

Tom wept and said "A old gang that I was in as a kid.” | 
got my gun and was shooting at them and they were shooting 
back at me. She opened the door and a stray bullet caught the 
side of her head. I am sorry that I didn’t try to find you and 
tell you. Son I have changed a lot since you’ve last seen me. 
I do not drink or do drugs anymore. I go to church every 
Sunday. I am sorry for abusing you but I can’t change the past. 
I will make the best of the future." 


BULLETS ON THE LOOSE 
by Michael Cleveland 


It was nearly dark when ranger Sam Bowdrie rode in the 
town of Makinly. He put his horse in the stable and headed to 
the nearest hotel. He went inside the hotel where a woman 
stood at the desk. Bowdrie introduced himself and the woman 
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looked him up and down. He was a skinny man and he looked 
a lot like an Apache. He asked, "Where is Elaine Brownly 
staying?" 

The girl checked. "She is in room 308." 

“Thank you." He walked up the long stairway to the 3rd 
floor where room 308 was. 

He walked up to the door and knocked. The door was 
opened by the beautiful young woman. ‘Hi, mam. Are you 
Elaine?" 

“Yes, lam. Are you the famous Sam Bowdrie?” 

"Yes, Iam. Your father said that he wanted me to help 
you. 

“Yes, that is so. Did he tell you what this is all about? 

"No, he did not." 

“Well, then Ill fill you in. As you know we are pretty well 
off. And we are really doing good with our ranch this year and 
so we are really making money. So the neighbors of ours are 
doing really bad. They want this ranch for themselves. My 
father won’t even think of selling the ranch to them. So we 
have been threatened several ways. Once they even tried to 
burn us out. The reason that I’m in danger is one of their guys 
likes me. He has even proposed marriage. I told him no but he 
still keeps prosisting. And a week ago my fiancee was killed. 
My fiancee drew on the man who liked me. And the man shot 
my fiancee." 

“What are these guys’ names?" Bowdrie asked. 

“Burt and Charles," Elaine answered. "The later is the one 
who likes me." 

"Is your father at the ranch?" Bowdrie asked. 

"Yes." 

“Well, then I guess in the morning I'll just ride over there 
to see how he’s getting on over here." 

“Okay, Bowdrie. Good night." 

"Good night, mam.” 
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So when Bowdrie got to his room he cleaned and oiled his 
colt 44 pistols and also his Winchester riffle. He still had the 
guns out just in case. He thought he heard a light movement. 
He got hold of his Winchester and listened again. The noise 
was coming from the window of his room. He went to the 
window and looked out. And then he fell to the floor. And he 
did just in time to, because the shot rang out just as he dove for 
cover. Everything was still, he leaped up still clutching the 
riffle and looked out the window again. The man was gone. He 
should have expected something of the sort, a shot from a 
window. So he got out the window to examine the place where 
the man fired at him. There were a few cigar butts. What was 
this? He was looking at the empty shell casing that had held 
the bullet that someone had fired at him. The casing was a 
small caliber. A 22 to be exact. They couldn’t have used a 
riffle because he would have seen the barrel. They had used a 
small pistol. Probably a derringer. So he decided there was 
nothing else he could do, so he went in the room and rolled his 
bedroll on the floor. He put blankets on the pillows to form the 
shape of a sleeping figure. Soon he was fast asleep. 

The next day at about daybreak Bowdrie stepped out of his 
hotel room and saddling his horse, he rode out to the ranch and 
put his horse in the coral. He went up to the door of the house 
and knocked. Just before he could try the door the door swung 
open. Two big men came out of the house. They were both 
holding guns. So I guess they are Burt and Charles, Bowdrie 
thought. "Who are you Mister?" said the biggest man. 

"Tam Sam Dorean," said Bowdrie. ‘I was just coming to 
see the owner of this place.” 

"He’s gone so keep traveling rider. Plus I know who you 
are, Bowdrie." Then the men rode off. Bowdrie decided to go 
in. Bowdrie went to the bedroom and found Josh dead. 
Evidently Burt and Charles did it. Bowdrie trailed their tracks 
to the saloon. 
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He went in and looked around and saw Burt and Charles 
sitting at a table. He walked over and said, "Burt, Charles 
you're under arrest." 

Burt said, "Hey Bowdrie, do you remember me?" Bowdrie 
did remember him from the rangers’ bible. This is a book with 
descriptions of criminals in it. 

Bowdrie said, "Yes, I do." Then Charles leaped up and 
drew his pistol. This caught Bowdrie off guard because he was 
expecting it from Burt first. But he drew and fired. 

Then Burt drew and Bowdrie knocked the pistol out of 
Charles’ hand. Bowdrie said "Now give it up." 

Burt said "Okay" then his hand darted in his pocket. 
Bowdrie saw a glint of metal then he fired and Burt fell dead. 
He looked down at the gun that was in Burt’s hand. It was a 
22, the same gun that shot in Bowdrie’s window no doubt. 

Bowdrie looked at Burt and Charles and said "Some people 
just never learn." 


THE UNPREDICTABLE 
by Andy Parsons 


Kevin Houcom was very disliked in the small one-horse 
town of Cumberland. The only friends he had was his 
bestfriend Joe Louis who was called his duce, and his girlfriend 
Cindy who he literally treated like dirt. He would not allow 
her to talk to other boys, further more talk to other girls. He 
even went as far as to say she could not talk to her cousins. He 
would not allow her to fix her hair or wear makeup. Many 
people disliked him. 

Andy’s phone rang. "Did you here, man!” Brad spoke into 
the other end. 

"No, what’s up dog?” Andy asked anxiously. 

“Are you up for this, Andy?" Brad asked. 

"I am up for anything, partner, just call me the man of 
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ehrid). 

"That’s steel Andy. And Kevin Houcom has _ been 
murdered." 

Andy choked as he gulped down a drink of something in 
the refrigerator. He was unsure what it was because he could 
not read the label. "Man, don’t bluff me, you think this town 
will get that lucky." 

“Hey, I’m not joking, Andy!" Brad spoke in a more serious 
tone. 

“How did it happen?" Andy asked. 

“We don’t know. All we know is that he is most certainly 
dead." 

It came as a big shock to the whole town. There was only 
one question that lingered in people’s minds, who did it! 
Anyone that had connections to Kevin Houcom were questioned 
by the police. The murder was most certainly a tragic event for 
a small town as Cumberland where everyone knew everyone. 

Cindy was not seen at the funeral, nor out in town by 
anyone. Andy called her house but no one answered. The most 
probable suspect was Cindy’s former boyfriend Stephen Golden. 

Three months later Andy held a party at his house. He 
invited all of his friends. He decided he would send an 
invitation to Cindy to see if she would come. At the party that 
night Cindy did show. Everyone kept staring at her. "How are 
you doing, Cindy?" Brad asked. She just stared and looked 
nervous. 

"Cindy, what’s wrong!" Courtney asked. 

Then Cindy finally said one sentence. ‘I did it." 

"What, what did you do?" Steven Nolen asked. After 
picking up bits and pieces of the conversation taking place, 
Andy and Stephen Golden walked over and took a seat. 

"Cindy, what are you talking about?" Andy asked with 
anticipation. 

"I am who they are looking for," she spoke softly still 
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authorities?" Kelly asked soothingly. 

"Yes that’s what I mean." Andy looked over at Steven 
Nolen, who looked paralyzed from what just took place. 

"I think she did the right thing for doing him in," Stephen 
Golden exclaimed. The police came that night. 

She was taken before a judge. The judge said ‘I 
understand your emotional state, young lady. But I do not feel 
that you murdered someone. You have been emotionally, 
psychologically, and physically taken advantage of. It seems 
that he is a victim of death, only his death was brought on by 
himself. What I am saying is you committed self defense. So 
I sentence you to three months in the Harlan asylum. After 
that you should be 90 per cent rehabilitated. 

Cindy served her time in the asylum and went to help 
centers and seeked as much help as possible. The most help 
she got was her friends encouragement and support. 

It has been a year since that tragic and twisted event has 
taken place. Everyone seems to be leading normal lives here 
in Cumberland. Cindy is going back with Stephen Golden. So 
everyone lived happily ever after. 


HORROR LIVE CHANNEL 
by Lee Loving 


A few years ago in the small town of Trails End, something 
strange happened, something the people couldn’t understand. 
It was of the supernatural. "Hello once again, my friends,’ a 
creepy man on the TV set said. ‘It’s time for Horror Theater. 
Tonight you shall see two of my favorite films, one of a vampire 
and the other of a werewolf lost in a small community.” 

“Children! Eli, Caroline, its time for bed!" Mrs. Petterson 
said. 

“But Mom," the two children said together. 

"No, go to bed!" she replied. In less than ten minutes, Mr. 
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and Mrs. Petterson went to bed as well. With everything quiet, 
Eli and Caroline came from the rooms in which they slept and 
went into the living room to watch Horror Theater. One of the 
two shows, the vampire show was already over but the 
werewolf show was just to begin. "AWOO, A-A-AWOO!" the 
werewolf howled at the beginning of the show. The basic plot 
was that the werewolf and its human host were two different 
creatures and the werewolf was different from the other 
werewolves that ycu normally see. Instead he turned human 
whenever he was near a certain amulet, and he killed any and 
all who had an amulet so that he wouldn’t change back to his 
human form. 

Caroline had a picture of this amulet on her gown, because 
the werewolf is her favorite monster. Soon Eli and Caroline 
were fast asleep with the T'V still on. That night there was a 
full moon (on the TV also was a full moon). The man turned 
into a werewolf, but changed back only by the sight of the 
amulet. He started to feel weird and noticed that he was 
glowing and without a second thought he jumped out of the TV. 
The only problem was it wasn’t theirs. The T'V he jumped out 
of belonged to an old man down the street who was fast asleep. 
When the old man awoke and saw the creature he died of a 
sudden heart attack. 

In terror, the werewolf fled before someone could catch 
him. He ran down the street looking in each of the windows to 
find Caroline. Soon afterwards, he found her. The moon came 
from behind the clouds and gave him more power. He used his 
razor sharp claws to slash through the door. The children 
heard this and hid under the couch-recliner. The werewolf 
walked past them as they stayed hidden and watched his huge 
and hairy feet walk past them. He walked up the wooden 
stairs into the parents bedroom and without a sound slashed 
both of their throats. He ran downstairs and saw the children 
trying to escape through the back door then leaped from the 
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third step slamming the door shut with his body weight. 

The children looked into his demonic yellow/red eyes. 
Paralyzed with fear they stood there. Caroline finally ran with 
her eyes closed and not turning behind to look. She called for 
Eli but there was no reply. She turned and looked. The 
werewolf was eating Eli’s throat. As blood dripped from his 
fangs and from Eli’s throat the werewolf looked up and as he 
saw Caroline, he leaped over Eli’s body and charged at her. 
She screamed to the high heavens and slammed the front door 
behind her. The werewolf threw his fist through the door and 
almost grabbed her. Caroline ran over to the shed and took her 
mother’s coat and left the door wide open. She ran down two 
streets to find Mr. Jameston, a very close friend of her family, 
who was a blacksmith and collects guns and bullets. Caroline 
ran to his door knocking wildly. 

Meanwhile, the werewolf has picked out an ax and is 
running after her human scent. She finally sees the werewolf 
coming just as Mr. Jameston opened the door. She runs in, in 
a flash and slams the door behind her. She tells him 
everything that happened. Sleepy, he walks over to this shelf 
of ammunition and grabs a silver bullet. He carries it over to 
the shelf of artillery and loads the bullet into a WW II rifle. He 
aims it at the door expecting the werewolf to rip through it any 
minute. With the help of the ax, the werewolf thrashed 
through the wall behind them. Mr. Jameston quickly turns, 
but the rifle blocks up on him. With this advantage the 
werewolf throws the ax, but slightly misses. Mr. Jameston 
tries again and it fires. The silver bullet goes directly through 
his cruel black heart. The beast flies back toward the wall and 
hits the floor with a loud thud. 

That very night, or now morning, the police and the 
emergency hospital aids rush to her house. A police car pulls 
up to Mr. Jameston’s house and told her the sad news that her 
entire family was dead. They found the old man dead after a 
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search of the little town Mr. Jameston drags the werewolf to 
the center of a large field. He places a four by four into the 
ground and ties the werewolf to it. He then places candles all 
around the bottom and lights three or more matches to catch 
the evil beast aflame. 

After that terrible night, the town of Trails End; we are 
never the same. Mr. Jameston adopted Caroline and treated 
her as his own. 


GUILTY OR NOT, WHO CARES? 
by Cynthia Jones 


Will this poor excuse for a trial ever come to an end? Page 
after page after page of O.J. Simpson coverage, don’t people 
ever get sick of this endless gossip? This trial even gets 
coverage in other countries where O. J. Simpson could be Bart’s 
dad for all they care. The news just won’t let up on this poor 
guy. I’m sure that even he gets tired of getting on the news 
every day. I could understand if he had done something good, 
but for a murder? I mean give it up people, nobody in their 
right mind cares anymore. 

Women get battered and killed at least twenty times a day 
and you don’t see any of these cases on TV, why should this one 
get any extra attention? This trial has gotten over half of 
America in a stir just because their favorite retired football 
player was charged with killing his ex-wife and her supposed 
boyfriend. If Sally Strothers where beaten and killed by her 
husband, nobody would care. They would just find somebody 
else to save the children. You should just find somebody else 
to look up to. O. J. Simpson was already famous once, he 
already had his moment in the sun, let somebody else have 
theirs. He is just getting too much attention out of this. 

I have never seen anybody take the opportunity to make so 
much money, such as writing a book, out of such a common 
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tragedy. It’s already a TV movie, he hasn’t even been convicted 
yet! And this stupid exercise video, I can’t believe that they 
went ahead and started selling it anyway. This is literally 
harassment; I wonder if I could get to be a multimillionaire if 
I killed O. J. and wrote a book about it. 

Out of all of the things that people want out of this trial, 
most of them just want it to be over. So throw him in the pen, 
fry him or just let him go, we don’t care. Just do something. 


VOICES 
by Cynthia Jones 


After years of advanced calculations and intense study, I 
had finally figured it out. All of the data had come together, I 
was finally on the top of everything. Now it was time to start 
the planning. They had to be stopped! But would anybody 
listen to me? Would they just brush it off of their shoulders 
along with every other thing that I said or did that hold any 
significance? That’s why it was all up to me! I alone could stop 
them. All that I had to do now was warn the people and gather 
a few friends and I would be ready to take back the world from 
these useless pieces of trash! 

You see it’s the government, they're all in on it! They work 
together with the men who put up power lines and the men 
who build and repair roads. They tried to keep us in the dark, 
but I’m afraid that this time their plan is just not going to 
work! This is starting to give me second thoughts about that 
alien picture. You know, that one that they had published in 
one of those tabloids where Bill Clinton is shaking hands with 
that naked green guy with the pair shaped head. That’s it, 
they where telling the truth all of this time! How stupid of me 
not to realize it sooner! And I thought that it was all just a 
bunch of trick photography and pointless gossip. I must have 
been the only one who caught one. 
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Maybe it’s not just me. There have to be others who have 
realized what this world is coming to. I have to find them. 
Yes, I have to find them all! I am going to start the Alien 
Haters Anonymous program. That’s it, that’s what I’m going 
to do. 

Steven Alexander walked swiftly over to his desk, sat 
down, and then started typing. His plan was to create a chain 
letter that would go into circulation as soon as possible, this 
afternoon if he got it finished in time. He was going to make 
at least fifty of them to spread around his office building. 
“Soon, he thought, "all of my worries will be over." 

After he had finished his letter he took it down to the 
copying room. There he was to make sixty-seven copies, one for 
each one in his office building. He even included one for him 
so that nobody would get too suspicious. He put all of the 
letters in the mail boxes in the mail room. The next morning 
when the workers came in, they would find letters that read: 


Dear Citizens of America, 


I am the founder of a new organization called Alien Haters 
Anonymous (AHA). I am here to tell you of this organization 
against uninvited visitors from outer space who are trying to 
take over the world right out from under us. I have created a 
summary of what is going on in Washington that we really don't 
know about. 

For the past several years the government has been working 
with these creatures from outer space to help them take over the 
world. I am not sure why our government is doing this but I 
have found out a few of the things that it is doing that are in 
relation to the problem. For one, when the state of national 
government is working on the roads they are actually planting 
the eggs of these creatures under the pavement. This is an 
explanation to all of those pot holes that suddenly appear over 
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night, the aliens are hatching. After the hatching process, they 
turn into their various forms of larvae, disguising themselves as 
silos, water towers, gas pumps, ATM machines, the metal poles 
that hold up power lines, transmitting towers, all of these and 
many more, you can never be too careful. After this state they 
become one of the most feared and hated forms of life of all time, 
politicians. 

You have a lot to learn before you can start to stop the 
invasion. I am going to hold a meeting on August 10 at the 
River Dock. Before this date copy this letter ten times and send 
it to your closest friend if you value your very existence. When 
you come to the meeting, wear all black. 


Sincerely, 
Your Leader 


That night as Steven went to sleep, he had that dream 
again. The one that he has every night where the aliens are 
trying to contact him. When they are saying that they need 
him, he can help them, if he would just answer their calls. He 
suddenly woke up in a cold sweat. Crying he ran to the 
window, ‘Dear God," he said. "Why do they want me? I have 
no powers. I thought that these guys only wanted me to take 
them to my leader. If I help them, will they leave me alone?” 
Steven walked back to his bed with quivering hands and weak 
knees. He didn’t understand that he was the only one that was 
a threat to the world. He alone would be the one that would 
bring the world to its end. Causing panic in the streets and 
creating pointless violence. 

The next morning all that he could think about was that he 
had handled his problem. He thought that it was the greatest 
way that anybody could have done it. This would be the way 
to fix them where they would never bother him again. In a 
couple of months he would be able to rest easy, not having to 
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worry about the voices that he hears at night. In a while 
everybody would know that the aliens were here and ready to 
take the world. 

While sitting in his office, person after person walked in 
and asked him if he knew what was going on. "No," was his 
reply. ‘I got one of those letters too. I wonder what all of these 
are about. Say, what are you going to do about it?" 

"Nothing," Arthur said. ‘It’s just a stupid chain letter. 
What do you think I’m going to do about it, throw it away." 

"But this might be important, it could mean that the world 
is actually coming to an end. If we don’t go we could be killed!" 

“Steven, Arthur said, "You’re so dramatic." He had 
thought that Steven was joking. 

“What does he know anyway?" he said in a moment of 
anger. ‘For all that I know, he could be one of them. I bet he 
is.. Steven gathered up his stuff and stormed out of this office. 

By the time it was time for the meeting, he was almost 
discouraged from the whole matter. The voices were even 
louder than usually now. They came, not just at night now, 
they came all of the time. He had been thinking about telling 
somebody, but who did he trust enough to tell. He was already 
the laughing stock of the entire office building. Not to worry 
though. It was time to start. 

When he got to the dock there were only seven people 
waiting there for him. Three men, one woman, and three teens, 
who looked like they where just there for fun. Looking 
doubtful, Steven just frowned. "Where are the others?’ he 
asked. 

"Are you the fool that has been starting all of the trouble?" 
one of the women said. 

"T am no fool!" he exclaimed. 

"You just don’t understand, Mister. We want to help you 
out here, man," said one of the teenagers. "Come with us and 
youll never have to worry about aliens or politicians again. 
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You won't be able to worry about anything. It won’t be your 
concern anymore.’ 

"NO!" he screamed as the teen took him by the arms. One 
of them took a lighter and lit his hair. After many punches and 
kicks, they took him and tossed him in the river. 

The next morning two young boys were playing by the river 
when they spotted what appeared to be an alien floating dead 
in the river. Yelling and screaming, they ran towards the road. 

Since Steven had been badly burnt, his skin and flesh did 
not look like it was human. The children went to their parents 
and told them that they had found an alien at the river and the 
parents called the cops. When the police went to the river they 
found nothing but a piece of his ear. The city went into panic 
and soon the whole state was affected. 

That week in the newspaper there was a lot of coverage on 
the letter that Steven had written and the children’s sightings. 
There was also a missing persons report about a forty-year-old 
schizophrenic male escaped from a mental institution. 


THE LUCKY DAY 
by Jonie Morris 


Josh and Loren Homes lived in a small town in Nebraska 
called Morristown. They lived with their parents Stephanie 
and Ben. Stephanie is a waitress at a coffee shop and Ben is 
a stockman at a grocery. 

The Holmes began having money problems. Ben lost his 
job at the grocery but Stephanie kept spending money they 
didn’t have, especially on lottery tickets. 

When Josh and Loren came home from school they heard 
their parents arguing. They didn’t know what it was about but 
they got scared. 

Stephanie told a neighbor that they were about to lose 
their home. She didn’t see Josh but he was standing there 
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listening. Josh was so upset that he ran to his room and 
wouldn’t come out. 

Later that night, Stephanie and Ben decided to tell the 
children about the troubles they were having. Loren went to 
Josh’s room to tell him that Mom and Dad wanted to talk to 
him. Josh opened the door and came down to the living room. 
Mom and Dad had a worried look on their faces. Dad said, "We 
need to talk to you. You know I lost my job. I have been 
everywhere looking for work but I can’t seem to find one." 

Mom said, "We might be losing our home. If we don’t get 
the money by next month, we will probably have to move." The 
children were devastated. Everybody started to cry. After a 
good cry everyone went to their rooms. Nobody ate supper. 

The next day Mom went to a Minute Market to buy bread. 
She saw the lottery ticket machine and she decided to buy a 
ticket even though she didn’t have much money. 

Later that night while listening to a movie Mom heard a 
woman come on and give the numbers of the winning ticket. At 
first she didn’t pay much attention to the numbers because she 
had so much on her mind. When she finally looked up and 
actually saw the numbers she started screaming, "I won! I 
won!" 

The rest of the family ran in wondering what was going on. 
Then she told them she won 20 million dollars. Everybody 
started jumping around and hugging each other. From then on 
everything was fine. They paid their house payment and took 
a trip to Hawaii. 


MURDER MOVIE 
by Lonnie Swafford 


Beth, Stephanie and Criss were all excited to see a movie 


at the local mall. They are excited because this was the first 
time they had been away from their parents. Beth was a quiet 
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person who was average built and always spoke her mind. For 
example when she had something to say she would just come 
right out and say it whether anyone liked it or not. Criss was 
also quiet and unsure of himself. People called him a chicken 
because he would never stand up for himself and he was afraid 
of everything. Stephanie was always out going and tried to 
help other any way she could. 

They all started out for the mall. The walk took about ten 
minutes. When they reached the mall, Stephanie said, "Okay, 
guys, let’s meet at the main entrance in one hour. Then we can 
get out tickets for the movie." After everyone agreed to this 
they all split up in different directions. After one hour 
everyone was standing at the main entrance. 

Beth said, "It’s almost time for the movie so let’s go and 
buy our tickets and popcorn." 

"Okay Stephanie agreed.” Criss didn’t say much; he was 
thinking of something someone told him about the movie 
theater being haunted. He didn’t think much of it because 
someone was just saying this to scare him. 

Then it was time for the movie to start. The three friends 
sat together. In a few minutes the lights dimmed for the movie 
to begin. The movie was titled "The Ax Murderer of 1972." 
The movie started out fine. It was about this ax murderer who 
went around killing people for fun. About halfway through the 
movie, Beth began noticing that most everyone was exiting the 
room. "What is going on!" asked Stephanie in alarm. 

Beth must have guessed, she noticed as well. ‘I don’t 
know,’ Beth responded. "It’s probably nothing. Let’s just keep 
watching the movie." 

A few minutes later Criss yelled in fear. Stephanie looked 
at Criss. His face was very pale. Then she looked at the movie 
screen and realized why Criss was yelling. The murderer in 
the movie was slowly emerging from the screen toward the 
group. Stephanie could not move! All she could do was sit in 
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her chair and watch. Beth was in tears slumped down in her 
seat. Then a person stepped into the room. "Whatis... ." 
The sentence stopped abruptly. Then the stranger pulled out 
a gun! He aimed and fired. The bullet sailed through the air 
and bounced off of him and struck the wall on the far side of 
the room. The stranger’s mouth dropped open and he ran from 
the room. 

Beth stopped crying. "Stephanie!" she said with a lot of 
enthusiasm in her voice. "I have an idea that might stop this 
lunatic for good." She was going to try to rewind the movie and 
pull the killer back into the screen. "This is what we are going 
to do, Criss, you divert the murderer’s attention and lead him 
toward the screen. Stephanie and I will go to the projector and 
rewind the film." 

Stephanie dragged Beth to the back of the theater. Criss 
was slowly getting the killer to move toward the front of the 
movie screen. They found the button marked rewind. "Don’t 
push it until I give you the word," Stephanie said. Beth waited. 
It seemed like an eternity before Stephanie shouted, “Now!” 
Beth sprung into action! She pushed the rewind button hard. 
Then she heard Stephanie say, "Push the stop button." The 
movie had drawn the murderer back in the screen. Then the 
movie stopped. The screen was blank. Criss and Stephanie 
were standing near the first row of seats. They both were 
shaking. 

"Is everyone okay?" asked Criss, with a hint of concern in 
his voice. 

"Yes," Stephanie and Beth replied. "Criss," Beth said, “you 
did a good job trapping the killer considering you are such a 
coward most of the time." 

"Thanks," he said. 

"That was a close call," Stephanie told them. "I was glad 
everyone listened to directions." 

"Do you think we should tell anyone?" asked Criss. 
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"No, the only other person who could have known was that 
strange man." 

“Who was he by the way?” Beth asked. 

"Probably a person who worked here, but I don’t think he 
will tell anyone," Criss told her. Just then Stephanie ran back 
to the projector. 

“What are you doing?" asked Criss. Stephanie didn’t 
reply; instead, she took the film off of the projector and tore it 
to shreds. 

"This way the film will not be shown again," she said. 

“Come on, guys, let’s get out of here," Criss said still feeling 
shaken. "This place is giving me a spooky feeling.” They all 
agreed. "I don’t think Ill be watching any movies here again,’ 
Criss said. 

"I won't either," Beth and Stephanie said at the same time. 


I GOT IN TROUBLE 
by David Perry 


I was with my friend Bret and we were very bored. We 
had just got out of Kung fu and I stayed all night with him and 
another guy named Ritch. We were going to go out somewhere. 
We had no idea where we were going to go. 

Suddenly after we were just driving around town with the 
radio blasting, we spotted our teacher Dan from Kung fu. We 
got out of the car and Dan got out of his car as well and we all 
decided to go out to eat. It was 11 o'clock at night and we went 
to some Chinese Restaurant. The food was pretty good but 
what I liked best was the egg rolls. 

Bret and Ritch started throwing food. Then I jumped in 
and started throwing food as well. I threw an egg roll and was 
trying to hit my Kung fu teacher Dan in the head. He saw me 
and ducked and I ended up hitting the guard and it went in his 
face. 


110 


He came up to me and told me to get out. I tried telling 
him that I was sorry. I tried telling him that I was blind and 
I did not know what I was doing. He though I was lying and 
called the police. My teacher Dan, Bret and Ritch snuck out 
before the police arrived. 

The police finally arrived and asked me some questions. I 
told him exactly what happened. The police did not believe me 
so I was in jail for a week and I| had to clean up the whole 
restaurant as well. 

I told Dan, Bret and Ritch what happened after I got out 
of jail and they just laughed at me. I did not know that they 
even left until the police came to the Chinese restaurant. 

I was only 15 years old and they all were in their thirties. 
When my mother and father found out what I did, they were 
not very happy. I was not allowed to go out anywhere without 
my mother and father for a long time. 

Afterwards Dan, Bret and Ritch said that they were sorry. 
I tried telling my mother and father what happened and 
nothing worked. 


ANDREA’S BAD DAY 
by Felicia Stewart 


It was a hot summer day when Angela got her two children 
Andrea and Johnny ready to go to the park. She packed 
lunches for when they got hungry. She told them, "Before we 
go to the park, I have to stop by and pick up your aunt Liz and 
you cousin Kayla. They are going to the park with us.’ They 
loaded everything into the car. 

When they got to their aunt’s house, Kayla ran out and got 
into the car. Her mother Liz was not far behind her. They 
were going to spend a beautiful summer day in the sunshine. 
There were breezes blowing into the car when everyone had the 
windows rolled down. 
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Finally they arrived at the park. The children went off to 
play and Liz and Angela sat on picnic blankets talking. 
Suddenly they heard one of the children crying. They thought 
it sounded like Kayla but they weren’t sure. There were no 
other people around them at the time. So, Angela and Liz went 
over to where the children were playing. But, they didn’t see 
Andrea. Where was she? 

One of the children said, "I found Andrea!" It was Johnny. 
She was on the ground, huddled there just crying her eyes out. 

"Andrea!" gasped Angela. "Are you all right?" Andrea just 
kept on crying. Angela picked her up. But, when she touched 
Andrea’s left leg, Andrea screamed even louder. They rushed 
Andrea to the hospital. 

It turned out that Andrea had fallen off the slide when she 
was trying to climb up the stairs. She had apparently lost her 
grasp, slipped, and landed on her left leg. The doctors said that 
her leg was crushed and her knee was very badly broken. 
Kayla saw her cousin, and began to cry. Andrea stayed in the 
hospital for a few days. When Angela took her home, the 
doctor told Angela not to let Andrea walk around for a few 
days. : 

When they went back to the park, Andrea played with 
some buckets, shovels, and little cars in the sand box, near the 
playground and also near her mother. Everyone was happy 
because Andrea had not had anything seriously wrong with her. 
Her leg was still swollen and it was still hurting her but not as 
bad since she had gotten the cast put on it. 

Andrea loved everyone in her family and she was glad that 
they had helped her through all of this. She was only two 
years old, and she was very brave. She couldn’t wait until she 
got her cast taken off. But, in the meantime, she would just 
have to be her normal self. 
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